ine  and 
enuine 


Maurice  J.  Walsh,  Limited     Dept.  T6 

910  Federal  Bldg.,  Toronto,  Ont. 
Gentlemen:  Please  send  me  "The  Book 
That  Lovers  Love."     No  obligation  of 
course. 
Name 

Address 

City Prov 


as  your  own  true  love 

It  must  be  worthy  of  her  .  :  .  that  ring 
of  yours  that  she  will  wear.  And  it  must 
be  worthy  of  you  and  your  devotion  . . . 
so  fine  and  genuine  that  she  can  be  as 
proud  of  it  as  she  is  of  you. , 

And  so  you  will  want  the  free  new 
book  of  Bluebird  Rings.  Every  Bluebird 
Ring  is  a  proud  possession  admired  by 
all  because  it  is  a  genuine  diamond  in  an 
exquisite  setting.  Every  one  is  backed  by 
a  Warranty  Certificate.  Every  one  can  be 
bought  from  established,  well-known 
jewelers.  Every  one  is  tagged  with  a 
metal  tag  bearing  the  proper  retail  price 
as  guaranteed  by  the  Bluebird  Diamond 
Syndicate.  And  these  prices  are  proper. 
They  range  from  $50  to  $500. 

There  is  a  little  booklet — the  wonder 
book  of  engagement  rings — "The  Book 
That  Lovers  Love."  So  send  the  coupon, 
get  the  book  and  plan  with  her  to  make 
your  dreams  come  true 

—MAURICE  J.  WALSH 

Limited 

Federal   Bldg.,  Toronto 
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"True 

Contentment 
Lies  in 
Choosing 
the  Best" 


A  Three -Year  Record  of  PROVEN  PERFORMANCE 

Your  Assurance  of  Reliability  and  Satisfaction 

OVER  two  years  ago  Rogers-Batteryless  pioneered  the  field  of  light  socket  radio  reception 
with  a  complete  unified  set  operating  direct  from  the  home  lighting  current,  without 
batteries  or  chemicals.  Since  its  introduction  an  unbroken  record  of  success  has  marked  its 
progress.  And  to-day  Rogers-Batteryless,  finer  and  more  efficient  than  ever,  stands  just  as  far 
ahead  in  the  field  of  Tight  socket  operation  as  it  did  over  two  years  ago;  providing  clear,  full- 
toned,  consistently  powerful  and  uniform  reception  from  your  home  lighting  current,  without 
batteries  or  chemicals,  at  a  cost  of  less  than  4  cents  a  week.  Skillful  design  and  fine  cabinet 
work  make  these  latest  models  of  Rogers-Batteryless  as  attractive  in  appearance  as  they  arc 
efficient  in  operation. 


Hear  Rogers-Batteryless 
in  Your  Own  Home 

Inspect  the  new  models  now  at 
the  authorized  Rogers  dealer 
near  you.  Ask  for  a  demon- 
stration in  your  own  home. 

Prices  range  from  $215  to  $850. 


NO 
BATTERIES 

NO 
CHEMICALS 


Creeled  and  Manufactured  Solely  bj  STANDARD  RADIO  MANUFACTURING  CDRPORVTION,   LIMITED.  TORONTO.  CANADA 
Owning   and  Operating    CFRB  —  Can ldi's    First    Batterylcss    Broadcasting   Station 
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"Custom-Made"  Is  Still  the  Best 


The  sterling  quality  of  materials  and 
the  expert  painstaking  workmanship  of 
generations  ago  are  still  necessary  to 
produce  real  custom-made  shoes  like 
"Astorias." 

High-grade  solid  leather  throughout 
— that  means  months'  more  wear.  You 
can  have  a  pair  of  Astorias  resoled 
several  times  and  they'll  still  keep  their 
shape. 

The  fit  and  style  of  Astorias  are  now 
proverbial.  They  will  give  your  feet 
comfort  unprecedented,  and  save  you 
much  shoe  money. 

Your  Shoes  Tell  Others  What  You  Think 
of  Yourself. 


SCOTT     &     McHALE,     LIMITED 
LONDON,  CANADA 


VOLUME  VIII 


TORONTO,  SEPTEMBER,   1927 


NUMBER  1 


Introspective  Query 

I  UNDERSTAND  you,  love;  your  every  thought 

Is  clear  to  me  who  know  you,  dear,  so  well. 
Your  every  mental  impulse  I  have  caught; 

Your  modes  and  moods  I  clearly  can  foretell. 
But  one  thing  I  am  seeking,  and  in  vain: 
Have  you,  perchance,  fair  female,  got  a  brain? 


The  mysteries  of  your  own  bewtiching  self 

I've  solved  and  understand  your  pet  routine; 
But  listen,  my  attractive,  comely  elf: 

What  lurks  inside  your  shapely  little  bean? 
And  since  I  worship  at  your  pouting  shrine, 
I  sometimes  wonder  what's  inside  of  mine! 

ARTHUR  L.   LIPPMANN. 


You  patter  trivialities,  my  own. 

You   wise-crack  with  a  really   knowing  air. 
And  when  it  comes  to  kidding  on  the    phone, 

You're   there,   patootie,    b'lieve   me,    kid,   you're 
there. 
But  other  times  your  chatter  is  inane — 
Say,  frankly,  kid.  do  you  maintain  a  brain? 


Hundreds  of  young  men  are  taking  a  leaf  out  of 

Col.  Charles  Lindbergh's  book.    The  fly  leaf  of  course. 

*        *        * 

"FOR  SALE— SHOW  CASE,  12  feet  4  inches  by 
32'/2  inches  wide,  7  ft.  4'/2  in  height.     Nicely  furn- 
ished room  for  lady." — Macon  (Ga.)  Telegraph. 
Terrible  evidence  of   the   housing  problem. 


II    TTTTi!ul!1\ 


Ah,  Slasher,  did  ya  let  that  new  k^id  beat  ya?'' 
'  Ya-a-a!     Can't  yer  see  I'm  only  a  holler  shell  of  me  former  self?'' 
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FATHER  ALWAYS  WONDERED  WHY  LITTLE  PILTDOWN  SUDDENLY  ABANDONED 
HIS  HOBBY  OF  COLLECTING  BIRDS'  EGGS. 


A  Panorama  of  Bathers 


DATHERS  who  wear  everything 
but  the  window  curtains; 
bathers  who  wear  nothing;  bathers 
who  are  forever  performing  acro- 
batic feats;  bathers  who  garnish 
themselves  with  cocoa  butter, 
vaseline  and  olive  oil;  bathers 
who  are  always  prancing  up  and 
down  the  beach;  bathers  who  are 
the  colour  of  mahogany;  bathers 
who  are  the  colour  of  chalk; 
bathers  who  play  ukeleles;  bathers 
who  lose  the  keys  to  their  bath- 
houses; bathers  who  buy  bathing 


suits  that  shrink;  bathers  who  are 
continually  striking  poses;  bathers 
who  give  perfect  imitations  of  sea- 
lions;  bathers  who  give  perfect 
imitations  of  jackasses;  bathers 
who  are  always  stubbing  their 
toes;  bathers  who  appear  in  a 
straw  hat,  smoking  a  cigar;  bathers 
who  roll  around  in  the  snow; 
bathers  who  spend  all  day  in  the 
water;  bathers  who  never  go  near 
the  water. 

CHARLES    G.    SHAW. 


Epitaph 

Here  lie  the  bones  of  Wilbur  Wump 

Who    drove    too    fast    and    hit    a 
bump, 

And    left    the    road    ere    he    could 
jump, 

And    wrapped    his    car    around    a 
stump. 

Remains  are  at  the  city  dump — 

The  car,  not  Wump. 

LESLIE  MCFARLANE. 
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Wild  Life  on  the  Ocean  Wave 

observed  by 
MARJORIE  JONES 
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the  TERRIBLE  TOMB5TONE5 
of  TOODLETOWN 


(Ah,  There,  Mr.  Masters!) 


Jehoshaphat  Geezle 

H,  woe  is  me! 

Oh,  woe  is  me! 

There  was  no  justice  in  the  world 

Nor  gratitude,  so  here  I  lie. 

I  toiled  and  moiled  for  many  years, 

In  summer's  heat 
And  winter's  cold, 
To  send  my  only  son  to  college, 
That  he  might  bring  honour 
To  the  noble  name  of  Geezle. 
And,  lo,  he  learned  to  play  the  saxophone, 
And  when  he  graduated  he  became  a  member 
of  Sol  Blumensteins  Frivolous  Five, 
And  changed  his  name  to  Roland  Claire, 
Whereupon  I  went  to  the  village  drug-store 
And  purchased  a  large  quantity 
Of  prussic  acid. 
So  here  I  am, 
And  woe  is  me! 

Tabitha  Wimp 

DAUSE,  stranger,  and  view  the  tomb 

Of  one  who  lived  for  fifty  years 
Within  sight  of  old  Toodletown, 
And  moved  not  once  beyond  the  confines 
Of  her  native  village, 
Save  be  it  to  a  barn-raising 
Or  a  church  social 
Or  strawberry  festival 
Or  some  such  bucolic  orgy 
In  the  neighbouring  concessions. 
And  when  I  died,  the  minister  declared 
The  country  would  be  better  off 
For  more  home-loving  souls, 
Such  as  I. 

But  hear  my  wretched  confession: 
For  many  years  I  had  a  wicked 
And  unworthy  longing 
To  see  the  Toronto  Exhibition. 
*        *        * 

Hannibal  MacDrip 

IN  every  life  there  is  some  hidden  sorrow, 

Some  deep  regret, 
Some  secret  canker  of  the  soul, 
And  in  my  case  it  was  the  fact 
That  the  local  newspaper  went  busted, 
Exactly  one  issue  before 


The  concluding  instalment  of  the  best  serial 

I  had  ever  read. 

I  never  could  find  out  how  that  thrilling 

Tale  did  end,  and  it  preyed  on  my  mind 

Until  I  died. 

The  editor  said  he  could  not  live 

On  cordwood  and  cabbages,  potatoes  and  promises. 

My  subscription 

Was  only  seven  years  unpaid. 

*  *        * 

Ingeborg  Toggle 

\A/E  lived  alone  on  a  little  farm, 

And  days  would  pass 
And  I  would  hear  no  other  voice 
But  that  of  my  husband, 
And  he  talked  mostly  of  crops  and  weather 
And  the  pregnancies  of  the  livestock. 
Often  in  the  long  evenings 
I  wished  for  music,  singing  and  other  sounds 
Than  the  interminable  droning  of  his  heavy  voice. 
I  wanted  to  buy  a  gramophone, 
But  he  would  not  hear  of  the  expense. 
So  I  began  saving  my  money, 
But  when  the  little  hoard 
Had  almost  encompassed  the  amount 
I  fell  ill,  and  in  three  days  I  was  dead. 
My  ghost  hovered  about  the  lonely  farmhouse 
And  I  saw  the  lonely  man 
In  the  lonely  evenings, 

With  no  one  to  talk  to,  no  one  to  listen  to, 
But  eventually  he  found  the  money  I  had  saved, 
And  with  it  bought  a  radio. 

He  seems  happier  now. 

*  *        * 

Ebenezer  Winkleberg 

THE  village  garbage  man  was  I, 
A  creature  shunned  by  all, 
But,  nevertheless,  I  always  won 
First  prize  at  the  county  fair 
For  the  best  display  of  flowers 
From  my  own  garden, 
And  the  fame  of  my  tea  roses  and  lilacs 
Spread  to  such  extent  that  the  village 
Horticultural  society 
Elected  me  president 
For  two  years  running. 
There  is  a  lesson  in  this  somewhere, 
But  just  what  it  is 
I  could  never  figure  out. 
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Reuben  Blott 

FOR  thirty  years 

I  occupied  the  official  position 
Of  village  loafer. 
But  as  the  years  went  by, 
And  my  aversion  to  work  became  settled. 
Habitual,  chronic, 

It  became  a  commonplace  prediction 
That  I  would  end  up  my  days 
In  the  county  poor-house. 
But  fortunately  an  uncle  out  west 
Died,  and  left  me  fifty  thousand  dollars. 
So  I  was  able  to  loaf  for  the  rest  of  my  life. 
An  honoured  and  respected  citizen. 
But  I  know  that  all  the  worthy  toilers 
Along  Spitoon  River, 

Felt  that  it  was  a  monumental  outrage, 
And  from  that  day  began  to  dabble 
In  skepticism,  atheism 
And  agnosticism, 
While  murmurs  of  socialism 
And  even  bolshevism 
Began  to  arise  from  the  farms  down  by  the  swamp. 

LESLIE   MCFARLANE. 

It  May  Come  to  This 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen  of  the  jury:  You  have  been 
asked  to  send  my  innocent  client  to  the  klink  because 
the  State  would  have  you  believe  he  feloniously 
looted  the  bank  of  six-year-old  Willie  Whoozis. 

"I  ask  that  you  consider  nothing  but  the  testimony 
of  the  State's  own  witnesses.  Recall  the  statements 
made  by  Policeman  McGoogan,  who  sat  up  here 
and  swore  he  saw  my  client  place  a  charge  of  dynamite 
and  blast  open  young  Willie's  bank. 

"Aha!  This  McGoogan  was  positive  of  that 
wasn't  he?  Oh,  yes!  But  what  did  he  say  when  I 
asked  him  'on  cross-examination:  'Who  wrote 
Thanatopsis?  'Who  was  the  third  ruler  during  the 
Manchu  dynasty?'  How  many  miles  did  Leander 
swim  whenever  he  crossed  the  Hellespont?'  and 
If  it's  6  p.m.  in  Belgrade  what  time  is  it  in  Medicine 
Hat?' 

"What  did  he  answer?  Ah!  I  see  you  remember! 
He  could  not  answer  one  of  those  questions!  NOT 
ONE!  And  the  State  would  have  you  send  my  poor, 
misunderstood  client   up  the  river  on   the  testimony 

of  a  man  like  that!''  — chet  johnson, 

*  *  * 

Vide  Wiggam 
No  doubt  heredity  hands  down  the  habit 
Which   is   perceived   alike   in    man  and  rabbit. 
Trace    back   your   line,    no  matter   what  your  station 
And   having  children   skips  no  generation. 

E.  V.  C. 


V       ^Wjw 


"My  dear,  I  feel  I  ought  to  have  more  scope, 
more  independence  in  life,  you  know." 

"Well,  precious,  why  don't  you  get  married?" 


Applicant:  "Of  course,  there's  my  college  diploma — 
but  if  you  don't  mind  I'd  really  rather  start  in  at  the 
bottom." 
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POLITICAL  FORECAST:     ANNEXATION  WILL  NOT  BE  AN  ISSUE  THIS  YEAR. 
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A  Little  Something  for  the  Ego — 


HE  expression  "to  be  lost"  is  much 
abused.  The  term  comes  to  most  of  us 
from  childhood  experiences.  Little  Fred- 
die's parents  lost  little  Freddie.  On 
being  recovered  the  kind  policeman 
tells  him  that  he  is  lost.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  subjectively,  little  Freddie  wasn't  lost;  the  rest 
of  the  world  was.  Little  Freddie  knew  all  the  time 
exactly  where  he  was,  that  is  to  say,  close  at  hand. 
Where  Mama  and  Papa  were  he  had  not  the  faintest 
idea.     Mama  and  Papa  were  hopelessly  lost. 

It  was  in  the  Midway  in  the  sea  of  faces  that  we 
lost  ourselves,  actually,  bewilderingly,  lost  our  own 
identity.  We  knew  perfectly  where  everything  and 
everybody  else  was,  but  as  for  ourselves  we  had 
disappeared. 

It  was  Giovanni  Papini,  we  believe,  who,  in  an 
amusing  phantasy  in  Vanity  Fair  told  the  story  of 
the  man  who  was  bidden  to  the  Pierrot  party.  Every- 
one of  the  hundreds  of  guests  in  the  great  hall  of 
mirrors  came  dressed  similarly  to  Pierrot  and  masked. 
Shortly  after  the  festivities  began,  our  hero  turned  to 
regard  himself  in  a  nearby  mirror,  but  from  among 
the  hundreds  of  reflections  he  was  unable  to  dis- 
tinguish himself.  With  a  pang  of  horror  he  realized 
that  he  was  lost.  How  could  he  tell  which  of  the 
phantasmagoria  of  figures,  actual  and  reflected,  was 


he?     As  we  remember,  he  gave  it  up  and  advertised 
for  himself  in  the  morning  papers. 

We  stood  in  the  Midway  of  the  Canadian  National 
Exhibition  and  became  de-individualized.  In  the 
uproar  and  glitter,  in  that  sea  of  faces,  we  were  as 
lacking  in  entity  as  a  star  of  the  Milky  Way,  as  a 
drop  of  water  in  the  ocean.  People  passed.  Not  faces, 
but  an  infinitely  composite  face  looked  into  ours  and 
as  we  returned  the  gaze  it  was  with  the  expression  of 
ageless  vacuity  of  the  Sphinx.  For  the  moment  we 
were  one  with  the  small  boy  with  the  samples,  the 
tired  father  and  the  infant  on  his  shoulder,  the  woman 
with  the  mussed  hair  under  her  no-longer-fashionable 
bonnet,  the  shop  girl  with  the  "looking  for  a  beau" 
hair  ribbon,  the  sport  with  the  bamboo  cane;  we  were 
one  with  the  fat  lady,  one  with  the  barker,  one  with 
the  midget,  one  with  Oofa,  the  What-is-it.  For  a 
moment  the  world  was  as  it  existed  before  our  birth, 
and  would  exist  after  we  had  gone.  Yes.  we  were 
utterly  lost. 

The  Canadian  National  Exhibition  is  a  stirring 
testimony  to  the  material  growth  of  our  great  Dom- 
inion. It  is  entertaining,  amusing  and  instructive. 
It  is  a  stimulus  to  business  and  a  factor  for  national 
unity.  But  it  is  more  than  that.  Take  your  ego 
out  there  some  evening.  It  is  a  splendid  spiritual 
tonic. 
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POTAGE  CANADIEN 


Fly  Screens 

OR  weeks  the  news- 
papers were  bad 
enough.  For  months 
the  ambitious  mur- 
derer or  bank  robber 
had     to     delay     his 

operations  if  he  hoped  to  make  the 

front  pages. 

There     was    nothing    but    aero- 
plane news.    As  Howard  Brubaker 
had    it,    all    our    papers    were    fly 
papers.      Now   look   at   the   movie 
news     reels.       Three- 
fourths     of     them     are 
taken   up  with  Captain 
Blimp  and  Commander 
Spink    testing    out    the 
plane  in  which  they  will 
carry  a  message  of  good- 
will from  the  Mayor  of 
Wyligojag  to  the  Sultan 
of   Hokum,    or   of    Miss 
Harriett  Horse,  the  first  unmarried 
school  teacher  with  red  hair  to  loop 
the  loop  over  the  Eiffel  Tower  on 
Friday,  or  their  friends.    The  air  is 
as  full  of  aeroplanes  as  the  north 
woods    of    mosquitoes,    and    unless 
some   skilful    editing   is   done,    the 
big  bugs  are  going  to  come  to  be 
regarded   in    the   public   conscious- 
ness   as    much    pests    as    the    little 
bugs. 

Old  Saw  Revised 

yHROUGH   the    introduction  of 
talking    movies,    or     the    Vita- 
phone,  the  movie  magnates,  having 
provided  entertainment  for  people 


who  cannot  think,  now  produce 
entertainment  for  people  who  can- 
not read. 

By  making  moving  pictures  that 
talk  the  producers  sacrifice  one  of 
the  greatest  factors  in  the  success 
of  the  moving  picture,  a  factor 
without  which  more  than  half  the 
so-called  screen  epics  of  the  day 
would  be  dismal  flops,  the  orches- 
tral accompaniment.  There  are 
new  possibilities,  however.  How 
about  opera  and  musical  comedy 
on  the  screen? 

Solace 

pOR  a  long  time  we 
tried  to  be  despon- 
dent about  the  failure  of 
the  Tripartite  Naval 
Conference  at  Geneva. 
Apparently  it  affected 
President  Coolidge  so 
deeply  that  he  resigned 
his  job.  But  for  the  life  of  us  the 
5-5-3  and  6-6-4  combinations  left 
us  cold  as  our  brain  whirled. 
Finally,  giving  it  up  in  despair,  we 
turned  for  solace  to  7-11. 

Coup! 
|HE  hot  weather  has  been  pro- 
ductive of  nothing  this  year  in 
the  way  of  headgear  to  rival  the 
summer  of  1925,  which  old-timers 
will  remember  as  the  year  of  the 
eyeshade  epidemic.  Eye  shades 
are  still  with  us,  but  save  for  the 
fezes  of  the  Shriners  there  is  little 
variety       in       masculine       roofing. 


Something  in  the  nature  of  a  coup 
was  accomplished,  however,  by  a 
visiting  delegate  to  the  recent 
Shriners'  Convention  in  Toronto. 
He  was  spotted  standing  in  the 
lobby  of  the  King  Edward  Hotel. 
Under  his  fez  he  wore  an  eyeshade. 

Good  News 

INSIDE  stories  have  always  fas- 
cinated us.  The  latest  from  the 
reports  of  our  agents  is  to  the 
effect  that  it  will  be  comparatively 
easy  and  inexpensive  for  Ontario 
citizens  to  keep  cool  this  winter. 
The  ice  companies,  we  are  in- 
formed, cut  altogether  too  much 
ice  last  spring,  or  in  whatever 
season  ice  is  harvested.  Prob- 
abilities are  that  the  ice  market 
will  be  away  down  just  as  soon  as 
cold  weather  sets  in.  Just  to  what 
extent  the  influx  of  mechanical 
refrigerators  has  influenced  this 
situation  our  investigations  have 
not  proved.  Our  tip  is  that  if  you 
are  considering  laying  in  your 
winter  supply  of  ice  early,  better 
wait  awhile. 

Argument 

\^E  were  sitting  in  a  car  on 
Yonge  Street,  the  pacifist  and 
I,  and  we  were  having  an  argument. 
"The  time  to  act  is  now,"  he 
said.  "In  time  of  peace  destroy  the 
roots  of  war.  We  should  all  be 
active  pacifists  now  while  it's 
legal.  In  a  few  years  the  war  shall 
so  far  be  forgotten  that  all  hope  of 
world  disarmament  will  be  lost. 
There  is  no  excuse  for  a  standing 
army  .  .  ." 
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A  band  played  somewhere  up 
the  street.  It  was  the  Third  Bat- 
talion returning  from  Guelph. 

"A  standing  army  for  defence 
purposes  only,''  he  was  saying, 
"predicates  the  thought  that  all 
other  nations  are  aggressively 
militant  but  ourselves.  I,  myself, 
made  fun  of  Agnes  McPhail,  but 
she  is  on  the  right  track  neverthe- 
less. In  the  next  war  there  will  be 
a  great  deal  more  opposition  than 

The  Third  Battalion  was  pass- 
ing our  parked  car.  They  were 
tanned  and  they  were  tired.  They 
marched  with  the  mechanical  swing 
of  trained  men.  Up  ahead  the 
drums  shook  the  air  of  the  hot 
summer  night. 

"What  were  you  say- 
ing?" I  asked. 

"Oh,  nothing  much — 
I  seem  to  have  for- 
gotten. They  look  great, 
don't  they?" 

Campaign  News 
THE  private  appeal 
for  a  fund  for  the 
dissemination  of  propaganda  in 
connection  with  our  Campaign  for 
Simpler  and  More  Intelligible  Sign- 
atures has  not  met  with  an  over- 
whelming success.  Donations  so 
far  received  are  limited  to  a  com- 
plete set  of  Jubilee  stamps  from  an 
anonymous  contributor.  Still,  no 
signature  is  better  than  a  cryptic 
one. 

£i  S  a  class  murderers  suffer  under 

a     popular     prejudice.        The 

public  are  apt  to  be  down  on  them 


— at  least,  up  until  the  time  they 
have  been  convicted.  After  that 
they  are  no  longer  murderers  but 
Victims  of  Implacable  Justice. 
The  alleged  murderers  of  the 
Montreal  taxi-driver,  Bouchard,  do 
not  seem  to  be  par- 
ticularly pleasing  per- 
sonalities, but  you  have 
to  say  one  thing  for 
them :  their  signatures  in 
the  Mount  Royal  Hotel 
register  as  reproduced  in 
the  papers  are  perfectly 
legible.  Mr.  Macdonald, 
particularly, writes  a  nice 
round  hand  quite  free  from  affecta- 
tion. 

Real  Estate  News 

PHE  Canadian  Pacific 
Railway  are  build- 
ing a  giant  hotel  and 
we  are  building  a  house. 
The  Canadian  Pacific 
Railway's  giant  hotel  is 
to  be  called  the  Royal 
York;  our  house  is  to  be 
called  Number  Forty. 
The  Royal  York  is  to  be 
the  greatest,  most  modern,  most 
magnificent,  most  pretentious 
hotel  in  the  British  Empire; 
Number  Forty  will  not  possess  a 
single  superlative.  The  architects 
who  are  planning  the  tremendous 
Royal  York  have  names  to  conjure 
with,  and  when  they  put  their 
heads  together  the  air  trembles 
with  the  psychic  importance  of 
their  conjunctivity ;  the  architect 
of  Number  Forty  is  a  quiet-spoken, 
modest  man   who  calls  one  of  his 


bricklayers  Albert.  The  great  and 
glorious  Royal  York  is  just  around 
the  corner;  Number  Forty  is  a 
good  three-quarters  of  a  hour's 
journey.  But  if  you  are  a  person  so 
ignorant  of  human  natures  as  to 
wonder  before  which  one 
we  appear  daily  to  see 
how  things  are  getting 
on,  you  can't  come  to 
the  house  warming. 


Iconoclastic 

COMEONE  is  always 
taking  the  joy  out  of 

life.  For  months  we  had 
been  looking  forward  to  the  big 
Exhibition  swim  as  a  purely  athletic 
display  of  Olympic  attributes.  We 
had  come  to  regard  the  contestants 
as  knights  preparing  for  the  gruel- 
ling tournament,  but  an  unkind 
friend — the  effect  of  this  modern 
literature — has  just  pointed  out 
that  the  whole  affair  is  a  tre- 
mendous gamble  and  a  pool.  With 
deadly  accuracy  he  has  computed 
the  wasted  aggregate  earning  power 
of  the  contestants  during  their 
weeks  of  training.  According  to 
his  figures,  each  contestant  gambles 
money  he  might  have  earned  in 
the  hope  of  winning  le  grand  prix 
of  $25,000.  As  the  sum  total  of  the 
wasted  earning  power  is  greatly  in 
advance  of  this  figure,  somebody, 
he  claims,  must  be  making  a 
profit.  We  hate  to  say  so,  but  it 
looks  very  much  as  though  there 
were  Something  Behind   It. 

—J.  E.   McD. 
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An  Informal  Chat  on  Modern  Art 


BY   PARKE    CUMMINGS 


1M0DERN  art,  if  I  understand 
it  correctly — which  I  doubt — 
depends  on  interpretation.  The 
actual  picture  means  nothing;  the 
question  is:  what  does  the  man 
who  views  it  get  out  of  it?  Accord- 
ingly I  am  submitting  on  this  page 
some  explanations  on  a  few  of  my 
pictures  without  bothering  to  do 
the  pictures.     Here  is  the  first  one: 


Love  in  a  Laundry 

This  is  meant  to  be  eighteen  feet 
long,  ten  feet  high  and  about  four- 
teen inches  thick.  It  would  be  too 
big  to  go  in  the  magazine  anyhow. 
It  is  called  "Love  in  a  Laundry," 
or  "Button,  Button,  Who's  Got 
the  Button."  The  ash  tray  in  the 
upper  right-hand  corner  represents 
the  spirit  of  Galveston,  Texas. 
This  should  be  obvious  to  anyone 
who  has  read  the  Twelfth  Psalm 
or  "Gentlemen  Prefer  Blondes." 
The  red  smoke  with  green  stripes 
(or  the  purple  salmon  with  yellow 
gills,  depending  which  way  you 
look  at  it),  is  my  interpretation  of 
Hannibal  crossing  the  Alps.  The 
collar  buttons  stand  for  the  L  at 
Fourteenth  Street  when  it's  raining 
in  Venice.  And  that's  about  all 
there  is  to  explain  about  that 
picture. 

Here's  another  one: 

The  frame  should  be  of  deep 
amber  and  should  surround  the 
picture.  I  call  this  one  (a  minia- 
ture) "A  She  Ant."     The  tortoise 


A  She  Ant 

shell  lamp-shade  is,  obviously 
symbolic  of  dishonesty  in  big 
league  baseball.  The  pump-handle 
stands  for  Judge  Landis.  In  the 
background,  if  you  look  sharp,  you 
will  see  a  lion  chasing  a  deer.  This 
is  meant  to  represent  a  rhinoceros 
chasing  a  rabbit.  The  battered 
straw  hat  is  my  modest  interpreta- 
tion of  the  Yale  spirit.  The  forty- 
two-storey  skyscraper  with  the 
silver  foil  roof  represents  Dalma- 
tian womanhood. 


The  Birth  of  the  Beverage 

I  have  named  the  above  fresco, 
"The  Birth  of  the  Beverage."  The 
twenty-two  gold  niblicks  in  a 
circle  are  symbolic  of  adolescent 
disillusion.  Running  up  the  left 
side  is  a  green  streak  which  looks 
like  the  Ohio  River  at  flood-time, 


but  it  is  really  a  portrait  of  a 
fifteenth         century  Florentine 

mother-in-law  and  represents  a 
Chicago  taxi  driver  who  has  lost 
his  way  in  Westport,  Conn.  This 
is,  of  course,  distinctly  typical  of 
our  modern  age  with  its  lawless 
younger  generation.  The  black 
umbrella  represents  a  white  hurdy- 
gurdy. 


The  Spirit  of  the  Highway 

The  wood-print  above  is  called 
very  simply  "The  Spirit  of  the 
Highway."  The  man  on  the 
right  is  President  Coolidge,  and 
the  man  on  the  left  is  the  person 
to  whom  he  is  talking.  The  sky 
represents  the  conversation.  The 
empty  gin  bottle  got  in  there  by 
mistake. 

PARKE  CUMMINGS. 

*  *  * 

Wanted 

"Los  Angeles  Times — WANT- 
ED: Honest,  responsible  girl  or 
woman  to  sit  on  houses  after- 
noons from  I  to  4.30  daily,  in- 
cluding Sunday.  3975  Wilshire 
Blvd." 
The  Age  of  Specialization. 

♦  ♦       ♦ 

Inside  Stuff 

"What  are  you  looking  for?" 
asked  the  assistant. 

"Just  a  little  inside  informa- 
tion," replied  the  physician,  as  he 
peered  down  the  patient's  gullet 
with  his  mirror. 
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Tourist-     "Well,   I  congratulate  you.      It   is  a  great  honor  to  be  the  oldest  inhabitant" 
Native:       "Yes  sir,  but  what  makes  it  so  funny  is  that  my  old  woman   is  older  but 
she  won't  admit  it. 
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The  Artistic 
Life 

/V, '  ,.    A  Goblin  Artist  Visits  an 
Art  Colony 


By 

A.  B.  SAWTELLE 


Miss  Pitkin  grimly  and  determinedly 
paints  a  dear  little  cow  under  a  sweet  little 
oak  'ree-     Such  a  peaceful,  pretty  scene. 


But   I'm   afraid  this   maiden    is    more 
interested  in  artists  than  art. 


This  young  maiden  is  wedded  to  her 
ART.  As  there  seems  to  be  much  stren- 
uous battling  in  such  a  union,  it  looks  as 
if  a  divorce  were  impending. 


*s 


Ji  V 


^1*-***^  , 


Miss  Phyllis  Blossome  is  a  devotee  of 
ART  and  BEAUTY  and  SOUL.  This 
pre-Raphaelite  maiden  is  all  for  decora- 
tion in  everyday  life. 


^Alj, 


Nicholas  Scaremoff  takes  his  art  quite  frantically.  This 
brave  and  noble  soul  accepts  no  compromise.  He  will  not 
imitate  nature.    No,  not  he!    Let,  rather,  nature  imitate  him. 
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Movie  of  a  Man  Who  Has  Just 

Read,  with  Delight,  an  Article 

Denying  Woman's  Equality 

with  Man 

/"■OMES  down  to  breakfast,  waits 
until  wife  finishes  morning 
paper,  and  then,  upon  leaving  for 
the  office,  asks  her  whether  he 
should  take  an  umbrella  or  not. 
Follows  her  advice  and  is  saved 
from  a  severe  drenching. 

Permits  a  sweet  baby  staie  to 
deprive  him  of  a  seat  in  the  subway. 

Arrives  at  the  office  and  dictates 
three  letters  which  are  corrected 
for  spelling,  punctuation,  grammar 
and  mis-statements  of  fact  by  his 
stenographer. 

Donates  $100  to  a  young  lady 
who  calls  at  his  office  to  collect 
funds  for  a  working  girl  drive. 

Goes  out  to  lunch  and  orders 
twice  as  much  as  he  can  eat  to 
please  pretty  waitress.  Gives  her 
a  twenty-five  per  cent.  tip. 

Goes  to  a  clothing  store  with  his 
wife  while  she  picks  out  a  suit  for 
him.  Asks  what  colour  ties  will 
go  best  with  it. 

Plays  golf  in  late  afternoon  and 
is  too  polite  to  break  through  a 
lady's  foresome  ahead. 

Home  for  dinner,  after  which  he 
writes  cheque  for  young  daughter 
who   needs   several   party   dresses. 

Resolves  to  go  to  bed  early,  but 
stays  up  after  twelve  to  play 
bridge  with  the  guests  his  wife  has 
invited. 

RAY    WEST. 

Weather  Report 

"It's   a   wonderful    summer,''    said 
Adam  to  Eve, 
Just  after  the  Serpent's  call; 
"A     wonderful     summer,     but     by 
your  leave 
It  looks  like  an  early  fall." 

-E.  V.  C. 

*        *        * 

Sic  Semper 

The  dove  came  fluttering  back 
to  the  Ark. 

"Damn!"  said  Noah,  "Noplace 
to  park." 

-E.  V.  C. 


Wife:  "For  our  vacation  we'll  go  to  some  nice  fashionable 
seaside  resort." 

Husband  (fond  of  fishing,  etc.):  "There  you  go.  using  the 
Lindbergh  'ice'  again!" 

Makes  Startling   Invention 

A  RNOLD  W.  Glootz,  of  Topeka,  suburban  station  before  9.39  a.m. 

Kansas,  has  come  through  with  He   has   been   flooded   with   letters 

a  great  invention  all  right,  all  right,  of  congratulation   from  city  office 

It   is   an   alarm  clock   which   looks  workers.    We  cannot  resist  printing 

and     keeps     time     just     like     the  one  of  them  to  illustrate  the  high 

ordinary  clock.    But  there  is  where  esteem   in   which   commuters   hold 

the  trick  comes  in.     It  can  be  set  the  Kansan's  clock: 
for  any   hour  of   the   morning   but 

can't  ring  before  nine  o'clock.    This  "Dear. Mr.  Glootz: 

kills    two    birds    with    one    stone.  Your   invention   is   a    knockout, 

assuring  its  owner  of  a  good  sleep  j   never  knew  suburban  life  could 


and  a  good  alibi  for  being  late  at 
the  office.  In  making  this  in- 
genious device  Mr.  Glootz  has 
employed  three-stage  amplifica- 
tion, indirect  discourse,  alternating 
current,  and  vitamine  B  in  a  pro- 
cess too  technical  to  be  easily 
understood  by  our  readers. 

In  conjunction  with  his  startling 
invention  Mr.  Glootz  is  working 
on    a    train    which    can't    leave    a 


be  so  pleasant.  I've  been  able  to 
stay  up  late  on  an  average  of  three 
hours  more  per  evening,  and  I've 
been  averaging  two  new  jobs  per 
week.  Man,  you're  a  second 
Edison! 

Delightedly, 

Oscar  M.  Whizzle, 
Hingham,  Mass." 

—PARKE    CUMMINGS. 
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First  Channel  Swimmer:  "Speaking  of  grease,  do  you  like  the 
'Davy  Jones'  or  the  'Neptune'  best?'' 

Second  Channel  Swimmer:  "Well,  I've  tried  them  all,  and  I  find 
that  the  'Mermaid'  gives  me  more  miles  to  the  gallon." 

In   1975 

YOUNGER     GENERATION 


ASSAILS 

^NTHONY  EUSTACE,  presi- 
dent of  General  Airplanes, 
Inc.,  gave  out  an  interview  to-day 
in  which  he  bitterly  assailed  the 
younger  generation. 

"What  the  younger  generation 
lacks  to-day  isfaith  anddiscipline," 
declares  Mr.  Eustace.  "Take  the 
early  years  of  this  century  and  con- 
trast the  lives  of  our  forefathers 
with  the  lives  of  our  young  people 
of  to-day.  The  youth  of  that 
generation  respected  its  elders. 
It  was  content  to  live  with  them 
and  to  follow  their  dictates  up 
to  the  age  of  fifteen  and  sixteen 
instead  of  trying  to  branch  out 
into  a  career  at  the  age  of  nine  or 
ten." 

"Our  forefathers  were  hard 
workers;  they  took  personal  care 
of  their  belongings.  Take  the 
automobile  for  instance.  The  youth 
of  that  time  spared  no  effort  in 
striving  for  the  personal  touch. 
Each    runabout,   each    touring   car 


was  chosen  to  reflect  the  person- 
ality of  its  owner.  Quaint  mottoes 
such  as  "Four  wheels  and  no 
brakes"  or  "Plenty  of  room  out- 
side" were  engraved  by  hand  on 
the  bodies  of  the  car.  Ah,  yes, 
they  may  seem  old-fashioned  to 
us,  but  we  must  remember  that 
they  were  a  reflection  of  the  times. 
They  were  an  indication  of  the 
loving  care,  the  personal  touch, 
I  must  emphasize,  with  which  our 
vanished  forefathers  treated  their 
possessions. 

"Now  one  plane  is  just  like 
another.  This  age  is  becoming,  or 
at  least  threatening  to  become, 
an  age  of  machines.  Do  I  approve 
of  the  airplane?  Of  course  I  do, 
but  not  in  the  hands  of  youngsters 
under  twelve. 

"And  then  we  have  the  present 
over-emphasis  of  sex.  Hardly  a 
play  or  a  movie  that  doesn't 
reek  with  it.  May  I  remind  our 
present     generation     that     in     the 


old  days  such  things  would  have 
been  rigidly  censored.  And  as 
regards  petting  and  general  pro- 
miscuity I  don't  think  it  is  even 
necessary  to  call  attention  to  the 
deplorable  situation  to-day.  And 
you  may  add  to  this  the  crime 
wave,  the  threat  of  the  Reds, 
the  debt  squabble,  racial  hatred, 
the  threat  of   the,  etc.,   etc.,   etc." 

PARKE    CUMMINGS. 


The  Master  Mind 

JIMMY  CARRUTHERS  had 
been  murdered.  And  here  I 
was,  from  calabash  to  rubber- 
soled  shoes,  earnestly  searching 
for  clues  with  the  aid  of  a  powerful 
magnifying  glass. 

A  servant  came  up  and  told  me 
Carruthers  had  been  found  in  a 
crumpled  heap  at  midnight  just 
inside  the  entrance  to  his  home. 

"Had  he  been  out?"  I  asked. 

"Oh,  yes.  To  a  dinner  dance, 
sir,"  the  man  replied.  "He  still 
wore  his  top-coat,  sir." 

A  cry  of  exultation  escaped  my 
lips. 

"Ah-a!  Then  this  is  one  case 
in  which  I  shall  not  have  to  find 
the  woman." 

"But,  sir,  he  had  attended  a 
dinner  dance.  There  must  have 
been  a  woman!" 

"Impossible!"  I  crushed  him. 
"Haven't  I  just  searched  his  pock- 
ets. There  isn't  a  compact,  comb 
or  lip-stick  in  any  of  them!" 

C.   WARDEN   LA   ROE. 


"What  do  you  think  °f  Florence's 
determination  to  write  a  book?'' 

"Well,  it's  certainly  a  novel  idea." 
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AND  IN  VENICE.  MY  DEAR, 


WE  HAD  THE  MOST  WONDERFUL  EVENING  OF  BRIDGE  WITH  THE  PATTERSONS" 
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Seven  Handy  Tips  for  Big  Executives 


S  conductor  of  an 
Advice  to  the  Love- 
lorn" column  in  the 
daily  press  with 
many  years'  exper- 
ience, we  have  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  the 
reason  why  so  many  of  our  big 
men  of  affairs  get  into  trouble  is 
that  they  have  not  discovered 
how  to  occupy  their  idle  moments. 
Satan  finds  work  for  idle  hands  to 
do.  Who  knows  how  many  of 
our  executives  might  be  kept  out 
of  the  divorce  courts  and  sani- 
tariums if  only  someone  had  come 
to  them  at  the  beginning  of  their 
career  and  told  them  a  few  easy 
ways  to  keep  innocently  busy? 
To  answer  a  crying  need,  we  append 
the  following  list  of  seven  handy 
ways  to  pass  a  business  morning. 

(1)  First  thing  in  the  morning 
compile  a  list  of  six  people  to 
phone,  or  better  still,  have  your 
secretary  phone.  These  should  be 
people  whom  you  know  will  be  out. 
Have  the  secretary  leave  your 
number  to  call  back.  Many  a 
tedious  interlude  in  an  executive's 
morning  has  been  pleasantly  occu- 
pied by  one  of  these  call-backs. 

(2)  Cleaning  ash-tray.  This  may 
be  done  by  holding  the  tray  be- 
tween the  thumb  and  fore- 
finger over  the  wastepaper 
basket.  With  a  piece  of 
copy  paper  held  in  the 
other  hand,  with  a  brisk 
circular  rubbing  motion, 
scour  the  surface.  Have 
secretary  re-type  the  letter 
from  the  soiled  copy  paper. 

(3)  Cleaningfountainpen. 
If  properly  done  this  little 
pastime  will  insure  a  great 
deal  of  ink  on  the  thumbs 
and  fingers,  and  leads  na- 
turally to — 

(4)  Hunting  for  the  soap. 
At  first  glance  the  soap 
will  be  found  to  have  ap- 
parently disappeared  and 
slipped  into  the  drawer 
below.        When     this    has 


proved  erroneous,  have  secretary 
phone  towel  supply  company 
and  complain  about  lack  of  soap. 
Hold  towel  by  two  corners 
firmly  and  snap  smartly  in 
the  air.  Soap  will  fall  out  on  the 
floor.  A  pleasant  fifteen  or  twenty 
minutes  with  the  scrubbing  brush 
follows. 

(5)  Memo  plotting.  For  this 
pastime  a  desk  calendar  is  required. 
Take  the  list  of  items  on  this 
calendar  for  to-day's  attention. 
Multiply  the  number  by  two  and 
count  that  number  of  days  ahead. 
For  example,  if  there  are  six  items, 
turn  the  calendar  pad  on  to  the 
twelfth  day  from  date  and  there 
jot  down  the  last  item,  for  example, 
"See  Brown  re  golf  clubs."  The 
other  items  on  the  page  may  be 
plotted  two  days  apart  over  the 
intervening  space.  This  leaves  the 
day  clear  and  no  qualms  of  con- 
science need  be  felt  about  the  next 
item,  which  is — 

(6)  Replacing  desk  blotter.  If 
blotter  does  not  need  replacing, 
a  pleasant  substitute  may  be 
found  in  straightening  the  pictures 
or  trimming  the  moustache,  or 
trying  to  start  the  desk  clock. 

(7)  Window  games.  These  happy 
time-wasters  are  legion  in  number. 


Sheik.:  "Could  you  live  on  $25  a  week?" 
Flapper:  "Yes,  but  no  longer!" 


Any  ingenious  executive  may  devise 
them  for  himself.  Offhand,  we 
can  recommend  the  following, 
which  have  been  proved  most 
successful  by  the  writer. 

I.  Passers-by  whistling:  Leaning 
just  far  enough  out  of  the  window 
so  that  the  tip  of  the  nose  is 
visible  from  the  street  below, 
whistle  shrilly  as  if  calling  to  an 
old  friend  or  a  newspaper  boy. 
For  every  passer-by  that  looks  up 
count  five.  For  everyone  that 
sees  you  count  minus  ten.  (Silly!) 
Fifty  and  one  ripe  tomato  in  the 
eye  is  par  for  half  an  hour  of  this 
game. 

II.  Hazard  auction:  Hang  red 
auction  sale  flag  out  the  window. 
This  should  insure  plenty  of  callers. 
Have  everyone  that  comes  to  the 
sale  told  you  are  in  conference. 
This  will  give  the  people  in  the 
office  an  idea  that  you  are  a  very 
busy  man. 

III.  Long-distance  vamping. 
After  a  short  course  in  Pelmanism 
and  hypnotism  any  big  executive 
can  have  a  dandy  time  with  this 
little  game.  Leaning  on  the  win- 
dow sill  in  a  seductive  posture, 
fix  firmly  with  the  right  eye  the 
prettiest  girl  in  the  office  across  the 
street.  Now  concentrate.  When  the 

office  manager  comes  over 
to  bust  you  on  the  nose, 
take  him  out  to  lunch. 

With  these  as  a  start, 
go  ahead  and  make  up 
some  more.  See  if  we  care! 
If  all  these  fail,  a  news- 
paper propped  up  on  the 
desk  makes  a  dilly  cam- 
ouflage for  a  nice  long 
nap.     Thank  you! 

—PRESTON  DERBY. 

*  *  * 

"Well,  Pat,  how  are  ye 
these  days?" 

"Bad,  mighty  bad  sure; 
'tis  starvation  starin'  me 
in    th'  face!" 

"Begorra!  It  can't  be 
very  pleasant  for  either  of 
yez!" 
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Tribute  to  a  Summer  Host 

lV^Y  friend,  Jacob  Hinkle,  has  a 
summer  cottage  up  near 
Barrie,  and  he  has  invited  me  up 
five  times  already  this  season. 
This  is  certainly  very  good  of 
Hinkle  and  I  appreciate  it  very 
much,  for  no  one  wishes  to  stay  in 
the  hot,  stuffy  city  over  the  week- 
end. At  least  that's  what  the 
steamboat  and  summer  resort  ad- 
vertisements say.  But  the  first 
time  Hinkle  invited  me  up  it 
began  to  rain  before  I  was  out  of 
the  city  half  an  hour,  and  it  rained 
all  that  Saturday  and  all  the  next 
day  and  cleared  up  just  in  time 
for  work  on  Monday.  So  two 
weeks  later  Hinkle  said  I  must 
really  come  up  and  see  Camp 
Stumble  Inn  at  its  best,  and  this 
time  the  rain  waited  until  I  got 
there.  We  played  rummy  and 
listened  to  Mrs.  Hinkle  complain- 
ing about  her  neuralgia  and  we 
agreed  that  the  week-end  down- 
pour would  at  least  help  the  crops, 
but  my  cold  lasted  for  a  week 
after  I  got  back  home.  So  later 
on  in  the  summer  Hinkle  looked 
up  the  weather  report,  and  when 
it  predicted  excellent  weather  for 
the  coming  week-end  Hinkle  said 
he  really  must  make  amends  for 
my  previous  visits  and  I  gave  in 
and  promised  to  come  up  the 
following  Saturday.  He  must  have 
been  reading  a  last  year's  weather 
report,  because  I  passed  through 
two  thunder-storms  and  a  cloud- 
burst on  the  way  to  the  camp,  and 
while  I  was  there  we  had  one 
minor  deluge  and  a  creek  over- 
flowed its  banks  and  flooded  the 
cellar.  The  bed  was  so  damp  that 
I've  been  afflicted  with  lumbago 
ever  since,  and  although  Hinkle 
was  very  apologetic  and  explained 
that  he  really  wasn't  to  blame  for 
the  weather,  I've  decided  that  a 
rainy  week-end  at  home  is  worth 
two  in  the  bush.  At  any  rate,  I've 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  I  can 
well  say  this  much  for  Jacob 
Hinkle:  he  isn't  one  of  those 
fair-weather  friends. 

—  LESLIE  MCFARLANE. 


•GOSHI     YOU  MUST  HAVE  A  COMPLEX— OR  SOMETHING!" 


Urges 

I'M  never  really    quite  content 
To  sit  and  scribble  rhymes, 

For  in  me  many  longings  burn 
At  most  unusual  times. 

I  roused  one  morn  at  two  o'clock 

A-pulsing  with  desire 
To  make  a  dash  up  Everest, 

In  masquerade  attire. 

And  then  one  afternoon  at  three, 

I  had  a  violent  wish 
To  sail  away  to  Mozambique 

And  catch  a  tuna  fish. 

Again  I  felt  a  burning  urge, 
At  twelve  o'clock  at  night, 

To  fill  a  plane  with  peppermints 
And  take  a  polar  flight. 


I  always  curb  these  wild  desires 
Or  urges,  as  I  style    em. 

For  fear  someone  will  think  I'm 
nuts 
And  phone  to  some  asylum! 

JOHN  COULTHARD. 

A  Rare  Specimen 

"You  have  a  remarkable  barber 
in  that  last  chair,"  said  the 
customer. 

"How's  that?"  asked  the  man- 
ager. 

"He  didn't  say  a  word  to  me," 
replied  the  customer. 

"Huh!  he  found  a  pen  in  the 
post  office  the  other  day  and  found 
that  he  could  write  with  it!  He's 
been  speechless  ever  since!"  said 
the  manager. 
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THE  YARNS  OF  HELL'S  BELLS  O  NEIL 


THIS  yarn,"  said  Hell's  Bells, 
"goes  back  to  the  days  when 
most  of  you  fellows  were  tail- 
spinning  in  perambulators  and 
side-slipping  out  of  your  cribs,'' 
and  he  reached  for  a  siphon  with- 
out looking  at  it  and  squirted 
half  a  pint  of  soda  into  a  glass 
which  he  was  not  looking  at 
either  and  none  of  the  soda  spilled. 
"Those  were  the  days  when  most 
of  the  world  thought  Kitty  Hawk 
was  some  kind  of  a  bird  that  ate 
cats  and  people  were  getting  into 
and  out  of  automobiles  from  a  door 
in  the  back  and  the  automobiles 
were  trying  to  run  with  three- 
cylinder  engines  while  all  the 
little  boys  yelled,  'Get  a  horse.' 
A  flyer  in  those  days  was  known  as 
an  aeronaut  and  people  came  from 
far  and  near  to  see  him  glide  and 
Volplane  out  of  circus  curiosity  and 
a  morbid  desire  to  be  on  the  spot 
when  he  broke  his  neck.  He 
generally  did. 

"But  there  were 
one  or  two  who 
didn't,"  said  Hell's 
Bells,  "as  you  will 
notice  by  looking 
around  the  table. 
The  other  one  who 
didn't,  started  fly- 
ing when  he  was  a 
kid,  and  all  the 
papers  had  him 
front-paged  as  the 
Boy     Aviator.  I 

think  he  started  in 
when  he  was  around 
fifteen  and  of  course 
he  drifted  out  to 
the  Coast  with  the 
the  rest.  That  was 
after  Ely  was  killed, 
but  it  was  still  pret- 
ty early  in  the  game. 
I  think  the  'short- 
horn' had  just  given 
way  to  some  kind  of 
a  Curtis  out-rigger 
affair        and        the 


By  James  Warner  Bellah 

The  Flier  Who^Was  Arrested  for 
Being  on  the  Grass  in  Central  Park 

French  were  still  fooling  around 
with  monoplanes — the  Bleriot  and 
the  Antoinette. 

"In  those  days  the  flyer  flew 
with  an  ordinary  golf  cap  turned 
visor  to  the  rear  and  his  shirt 
sleeves  rolled  up.  .  The  way  they 
kept  body  and  soul  together  was 
to  fly  at  circuses  and  fairs  and  to 
win  an  occasional  newspaper  prize. 
Well,  this  lad  first  got  himself 
talked  about  by  flying  over  the 
grand-stand  out  West  somewhere, 
with  his  arms  stretched  out  side- 
ways and  his  milk  teeth  clamped 
to  the   wheel. 

"The  newspapers  thought  that 
that  was  pretty  hot  stuff,  so  they 
played  it  for  a  loop.  Well,  the 
Kid  kept  doing  his  stuff  pretty 
regularly  and  got  himself  cracked 
up  a  couple  of  times  in  trees  and 
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other  things  that  people  plant 
around  aerodromes — then  he  pulled 
his  second  stunt.  He  made  an 
altitude  record.  He  made  it  at 
somewhere  around  forty-two  hun- 
dred feet!  Smile  away  if  you've 
a  mind  to,"  said  Hell's  Bells, 
"but  that  was  the  roof  once. 

"Then  the  Kid  came  East.  I 
think  some  kind  of  a  race  around 
New  York  lured  him  on.  It 
seemed  like  a  good  chance  to 
cop  a  little  fame  and  collect  the 
pot  of  gold  that  was  waiting  for 
the  winner,  and  being  a  Kid,  he 
naturally  picked  himself  as  the 
winner. 

"He  landed  in  town  about  the 
time  the  vaudeville  stage  was 
congratulating  itself  on  its  newest 
crack — the  aeroplane  sandwich. 
You  remember  it.  The  answer  was 
'GrahamWhite  bread  and  aviation 
meet.' 

"Well,  the  contestants  in  this 
race  around  New 
York  were  parked 
out  on  Long  Island 
near  Mineola  and  as 
soon  as  the  Kid  got 
his  bamboo  kite  put 
together  and  got  the 
motorcycle  engine 
turning  enough  to 
float  him  around,  he 
decides  to  try  the 
course.  He  picked 
out  the  next  morn- 
ing for  his  trial  and 
somewhere  around 
six  o'clock,  off  he 
hops. 

"Everything  went 
beautifully.  He 

tears  over  Govern- 
or's Island  at  the 
tremendous  speed  of 
about  thirty-five 
m.p.h.  with  his  en- 
gine carrying  on 
marvelously  and 
singing  its  hick- 
cough-poppo  song 
as         regular         as 
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you  please.  Then  the  Kid  decides 
that  as  everything  looks  so  bright 
he'll  just  show  the  Jersey  commut- 
ers some  of  his  stuff,  so  he  hick- 
cough-poppos  up  to  the  magnifi- 
cent altitude  of  one  thousand  feet 
and  heads  up  the  River  towards 
Yonkers  with  the  people  below  him 
overturning  ferry  boats  in  their 
mad  scrambles  from  rail  to  rail 
to  see  the  aeronaut.  That  was 
part  of  the  fruits  of  flying  in  those 
days — having  everybody  worship 
you  as  a  dauntless,  intrepid  aviator 
and  having  the  constables  running 
on  ahead  of  you  at  fairs  yelling, 
'Make  way  for  the  Man  of  the 
Hour!' 

"And  so  the  Kid  comes  up 
abreast  of  Sixty-Eighth  Street 
and  just  as  he  does  so,  the  engine 
switches  suddenly  from  its  steady 
hick-cough-poppo,  to  a  rather 
nasty  hick-kick-sonofagun-bang  ! 
Right  then  and  there,  the  Kid 
hears  Mineola  calling  to  him. 
If  he  keeps  on  going  he'll  crack  up 
on  the  river  and  lose  his  ship,  so  the 
only  thing  is  to  cross  New  York 
and  slide  for  home.  He  makes 
a  quick  right  turn,  mumbles  what 
he  can  remember  of  the  Service  for 
the  Burial  of  the  Dead  at  Sea  and 
crosses  Tenth  Avenue.  Then 
Ninth — at  which  stage  the  engine 
changes  its  tune  once  more — 
this  timetoasort  of  hick-sonofagun 
kick-sonofagun-hick. 

"At  Eighth  Avenue  even  the  hick 
has  left  the  motor.  At  Seventh 
Avenue  there's  nothing  left  but 
the  smell,  but  even  that  is  pretty 
bad.  Nevertheless  Central  Park 
is  just  ahead  and  by  the  grace 
of  God  and  a  long-handled  spoon, 
the  Kid  thinks  he  can  make  it. 
He's  wobbled  down  now  so  far 
that  a  conductor  on  an  elevated 
train  shouts  to  him  and  asks 
him  if  he  wants  to  play  tag  with 
the  Harlem  Express. 

"The  Kid  remembers  in  time 
that  his  mother  won't  let  him  play 
tag,  and  keeps  on.  To  make  a 
long  story  short,  he  just  misses 
the  paddocks,  glides  over  the  trees 
and  lands  smoothly  and  soundly  in 
the  sheep  meadow.      Pretty  soon  he 


tries  breathing  and  it  works,  so 
he  knows  he  hasn't  been  hurt, 
then  he  gives  his  crazy  kite  a  look 
and  finds  that  it  hasn't  been  hurt 
either — just  a  couple  of  red-hot 
cylinder  heads — a  thing  that  hap- 
pened to  the  best  of  motors  in 
those  days.  Then  right  away, 
he  begins  to  think  of  the  race  and 


"They  say  that  Mr.  Jones  and  his 
wife  have  decided  to  settle  their  affairs 
out  of  court." 

"Good  gracious!  Do  you  think  the 
neighbors  will  be  able  to  stand  it, 
my  deary 


as  soon  as  he  thinks  of  that  he 
sees  a  cop  and  as  soon  as  he  sees 
the  cop  he  gets  an  idea.  A  little 
advance  publicity  won't  do  him 
any  harm  and  it  may  do  him  some 
good  in  the  way  of  a  circus  job. 
By  that  time  Kelly,  the  cop,  has 
come  within  hailing  distance. 

'Hello,'  says  the  Kid. 

'Hello,'  says  Kelly,  all  smiles. 
'Ya  ain't  hurt  much,  are  ya?' 

'No,'  says  the  Kid.  'Go  ahead 
and  arrest  me.' 

"Kelly's  mouth  drops  open, 
'Arrest  ya?  And  what  for  now? 
Ain't  ya  had  enough  trouble  with 
that  there  air  contraption  of 
yourn?' 


'Look  here,'  says  the  Kid. 
'How  would  a  couple  of  front-page 
headlines  and  your  picture  in  the 
Journal  fix  you  up  with  the 
Commissioner,  eh?' 

'  'Pretty  good,'  says  Kelly,  'but 
what  it  is  you're  drivin'  at  is 
beyont  me.' 

'Well,'  says  the  Kid,  'just  you 
arrest  me  and  the  rest'll  take  care 
of  itself.' 

'  'But  what  in  the  name  of 
Michael   kin   I   arrest  ya  for?' 

"The  Kid  smiles  and  points  to 
the  crowd  lining  up  at  the  fence. 
'What  keeps  that  crowd  back,  eh? 
It  isn't  the  fence,  is  it?  No,  it's 
the  signs!  The  signs — do  you  see 
em.     "Keep  off  the  Grass!" 

"Kelly's  mouth  drops  open  until 
it  looks  like  the  entrance  to 
Madison  Square  Garden,  then  it 
snaps  shut  with  a  click  you  could 
hear  at  Madison  Square  Garden. 
'Young  fellow,'  he  says, 
'You're    arrested!' 

'What  for?'  says  the  Kid. 
'  'What  for?'  says  Kelly.  'For 
violatin'  the  City  ord'nance  which 
don't  allow  no  one  to  be  on  this 
here  grass  plot  when  the  signs 
is  up.  That's  what  for.  Come 
wit'   me.' 

"And  the  reporters  climbed 
through  the  ropes  and  did  the  rest." 


Hymn  of  Hate 

I  OWN  to  one  lingual  vexation. 

One  word  in  red  letters  is  writ 
With  a  venomous  fist 
On  my  blackest  black  list, 
And  "Kiddies"!!        —is  it!! 

"Kids,  is  a  neat  appellation; 
"The  children"  sounds  wholesome 

and  sweet. 
We  need  "tiny  tots" 
For  newspaper  bon  mots. 

But  "Kiddies"!!     — tweet  tweet! 

I've  dandled  the  young  generation 
And    called    it    some    rather    harsh 

names. 
Like  "Young  Devils,"  or  "Simps," 
Or  "You  Mischievious  Imps," 
But  "Kiddies"!!  —home,  James!! 

— PAUL   ERNST. 
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[The  Messrs.  Hackey,  Bossett, 
Ploon  and  Minniver,  having  read 
the  notice  on  the  Aquatics  bulletin 
board,  "If  Rotarians  will  give 
their  names  to  the  purser  he  will 
be  glad  to  make  arrangements  for 
luncheons  and  meetings,''  have 
accordingly  assembled  in  the  en- 
trance to  the  dining-room.  That 
is,  all  but  Mr.  Hackey  have 
assembled  there.  Mr.  Hackey 
stands  at  the  table  which  has  been 
assigned  the  Rotarians,  looking  at 
his  watch.  Other  passengers  glance 
at  Mr.  Hackey  as  they  go  to  their 
own  tables.  At  last  Mr.  Hackey's 
watch  indicates  12.30.] 

jyjR.  HACKEY:  Rotarians. 
this  way!  (With  a  laugh  and 
a  bound  Messrs.  Bossett,  Ploon  and 
Minniver  enter  the  dining-room  and 
join  Mr.  Hackney.) 

Mr.  Bossett:  I'm  R.  J.  Bossett. 
Dental  supplies,  Lemoyne,  Ohio. 

Mr.  Ploon:  My  name's  Joe 
Ploon.  Furniture,  Wissip  Falls, 
Idaho. 

Mr.  Minniver:  Charley  Minni- 
ver. Steamfittings,  Hogarth,  Geor- 
gia. 

Mr.  Hackey:  I'm  Temporary 
Chairman  Fred  Hackey.  Morti- 
cian, Stencil,  Colorado.  (There  is 
an  exchange  of  cards  and  hand- 
shakes.) 

Mr.  Bossett:  What's  the  matter 
with  Fred  Hackey? 

Messrs.  Ploon  and  Minniver: 
He's  all  right. 

Mr.  Bossett:     Who's  all  right? 

Messrs.  Ploon  and  Minniver: 
Old  Fred  Hackey. 

Mr.  Hackey:  Fellows,  that  was 
mighty  nice  of  you.  I  had  no  idea 
when  I  reported  my  name  to  the 
purser  that  there'd  be  so  many 
other  Rotarians  on  the  ship.  I 
figured  if  I  found  one  I'd  be  satis- 
fied. 

Mr.  Bossett:  One  time  when  I 
was  crossing  on  the  Leviathan, 
there  were  twelve  Rotarians  on 
board. 

Mr.  Ploon:  That  must  have 
been  some  meeting.  (Lunch  is 
being  served.) 


Luncheon  at  Sea 

Mr.  Minniver:  A  friend  of  mine, 
R.  L.  Whinney — he's  an  optician, 
of  Kimberley,  Montana — was  cross- 
ing the  Pacific  last  year  and  he 
met  up  with  four  Rotary  men  on 
the  steamer.  He  said  they  had 
quite  a  meeting. 

Mr.  Hackey  (to  Mr.  Ploon): 
I  ve  been  looking  at  your  card,  Joe. 
I  met  one  of  your  Wissip  Falls  boys 
on  a  train  when  I  was  going  to  see 
some  relatives  of  mine  in  the 
Middle  West  last  year. 

Mr.  Ploon:  Well,  I'll  be  darned. 
Do  you  happen  to  recall  his  name, 
Fred? 

Mr.  Hackey:  No,  it  don't  seem 
to  come  back  to  me. 

Mr.  Ploon:  I  wonder  who  it 
could  have  been. 

Mr.  Hackey:  An  awfully  nice 
fellow  he  was. 

Mr.     Ploon:       The     name 
come  back  to  you  later. 

Mr.   Hackey:      I    hope  so. 
probably  know  him. 

Mr.  Minniver  (rising):  I 
to  propose  a  toast,  fellows. 
Christopher  Columbus — in  spirit 
he  was  a  Rotarian.  (The  others 
rise  and  the  toast  is  drunk..) 


may 
You 

want 

To 
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YEAH— THAT'S    RIGHT.    STUPID- 
PULL  ON  IT  TILL  YOU  BREAK  ITI" 

—Life. 


Mr.  Bossett:  That  was  a  mighty 
graceful  toast,  Charley. 

Mr.  Hackey:  I'll  tell  you  who  else 
we  could  toast,  if  we  have  another 
meeting. 

Mr.  Ploon:     Who,  Fred? 
Mr.  Hackey:    Young  Lindbergh. 
In  spirit  he's  a  Rotarian. 

Mr.  Minniver:  Keep  that  in 
mind,  Fred.  That's  a  Class  A 
idea.  If  we  have  the  meeting  I 
intend  to  be  there  and  join  in  that 
toast. 

Mr.  Ploon:  I  certainly  intend 
to  be  there. 

Mr.  Bossett:    You  can  bet  /  will. 
Mr.   Minniver   (slyly):   Looks  to 
me  as  if  we'd  all  be  there. 

Mr.  Ploon:  You  seem  to  have 
started  something,  Fred. 

Mr.  Hackey:  It  wasn't  me.  It 
was  you  other  boys.  There  would- 
n't have  been  this  meeting,  if  you 
other  boys  hadn't  responded  the 
way  you  have. 

Mr.  Ploon:  Just  the  same, 
Fred,  you  were  the  first  man  to 
report  your  name  to  the  purser. 

Mr.     Minniver:       Gentlemen,     I 

move  that  we  have  Fred   Hackey 

for  chairman  of  the  next  meeting. 

Mr.     Bossett:       I     second     that 

motion. 

Mr.  Minniver:  Those  in  favour 
of  Fred  being  chairman  at  the 
next  meeting  say  "Aye."'  (Messrs. 
Ploon  and  Bossett  do  so.)  I  guess 
there's  no  question  about  how  you 
stand,  Fred. 

Mr.     Hackey     (with     a     modest 
laugh):     I  guess  that  settles  it. 
Mr.  Ploon:     Speech! 
Mr.  Bossett:     Speech! 
Mr.  Minniver:     Speech!     Come 
on,  Fred.     (Mr.  Hackey  rises,  and 
waits  until  the  applause  subsides.) 

Mr.  Hackey:  You  fellows  from 
Lemoyne  and  Wissip  Falls  and 
Hogarth  certainly  get  things  done 
in  a  hurry.  (Laughter.)  I  must 
say  that  for  you.  But,  seriously, 
I  want  to  thank  you  men.  Stencil 
is  just  a  little  town — little  in  size, 
I  mean — but  it's  a  mighty  proud 
little    town.  It's    proud    of    the 

Continued  on  page  26. 
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The  past  twenty  years  belonged  to  the  automobile.     Many  a 

millionaire  was  made  by  the  natural  growth  of  the  automobile  industry. 

THE  FUTURE  OF  AVIATION  IS  ASSURED 

The  next    twenty  years    belongs  to   the  airplane.       The  opportunity  offered    to  men  of    vision    by  the 
automobile,   the  movies  and   the  radio  in   their  infancy  is  yours  to-day  in   aviation. 

This  is  Your  Opportunity  to  Enter 
Commercial  Aviation 

Learn  to  Fly  for  $150.00  at  C.A.S.  Co. 

Canada's  Modern  and   Best  Equipped  Government  Authorized   Flying  School 

C.A.S.  Co.  Instructors  have  trained  many  successful  commercial  pilots.         C.A.S.  Co.  is  at  present   train- 
ing more  commercial   pilots   than   all  other  Aviation   Schools  in   Canada   combined. 


YOU  START  FLYING  THE  DAY 
YOU  ARRIVE 


FLIGHT  STUDENTS 

USING  THE  BEST  OF 
EQUIPMENT 


UNDER  EXPERIENCED 
INSTRUCTORS 


INSTRUCTION  GIVEN  ON  THREE  TYPES  OF  AIRPLANES 

C.A.S. Co.  Flying   Instruction  follows  methods  of  Flight   Instruction  developed  by  the  Royal  Air  Force  and   the 
U.S.  Army  Air  Service  as   the   result  of  twenty  years'  experience  in   training  thousands  of  successful  Aviators. 

No  Bond   Required  on  Solo  Flights.  No  Charge  for  Breakage.  Flying  Ten  Years  without  Accident. 

Students  Live  at  the  Flying  Field.  Government  Tests  Given  at  the   Flying  Field. 

Government  Registration  Guaranteed  to  Our  Graduate    Flight  Students. 

Flight  Students  may  attend  the  Aviation  Mechanical  Course  classes  and  shop  work  without  additional  charge. 

AVIATION  MECHANICAL  TRAINING 

The  student  comes  directly  into  our  shops  and  learns  by  actual  experience  the  technic  of  fuselage  construction 
and  alignment,  covering,  doping,  engine  assembly  and  mounting.  Ships  are  completely  assembled  and  tested, 
students  doing  the  actual  work  under  guidance  of  instructors.  We  have  never  had  an  accident,  involving  either 
students  or  ships  on  our  field,  and  every  precaution  for  safety  is  rigidly  observed. 

The  airplanes  we  use  are  maintained  in  perfect  condition  and  our  extensive  flying  operations  afford  students 
every  opportunity  to  become  thoroughly  competent  pilots  or  mechanicians. 

COMPLETE  MECHANICAL  COURSE— TUITION  FEE  $90.00 

Positively  No  Extras.  SCHOOL  NOW  OPEN.  Classes  Run  Continuously.  Report  Any  Time. 

CANADA'S  MOST  COMPLETE  MODERN  AVIATION  SCHOOL 


Aviation  Mail  Course  for  fans  who  wish  to  understand  Aviation  principles  and  the  Theory  of  Flight. 

Complete  Course,  $5.00 

//  you  are  interested  in  Commercial  Aviation  you  owe  it  to  yourself  to  investigate  C.A.S.  Co. 

Further  information  gladly.     Write — 

CANADIAN  AIR  SERVICES  CO.  ■  Peterboro,  Ontario 
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Luncheon  at  Sea 

(Continued  from  page  24) 
things  it's  done  and  it's  proud  of  the 
things  it's  going  to  do.  But  I  want 
to  say  right  here  and  now  that 
Stencil  Rotary  is  going  to  feel  that 
it's  been  honoured  to-day  when  I 
tell  them  that  a  Stencil  man  was 
chairman  of  a  mid-Atlantic  meet- 
ing of  Rotary.  {Applause  and  the 
knocking  of  ashes  from  cigars.) 
However,  that's  neither  there  nor 
here  (laughter),  as  Paddy  says. 
I  just  want  to  say  thank  you  very 
much,  and  God  bless  you.  (He 
sits.     The  applause  dies  away.) 

Mr.  Minniver:  I  move  that  we 
hold  the  meeting  Friday.  What 
do  you  think? 

Mr.  Ploon:  Friday  would  be 
fine  for  me.      I'm  travelling  alone. 

Mr.  Bossett:  Friday's  all  right 
with  me.    (He  looks  at  Mr.  Hackey.) 

Mr.  Hackey:     Good  here. 

Mr.  Minniver:  Friday  it  is, 
then. 

Mr.  Hackey:  Well,  gentlemen, 
shall  we  adjourn?     (All  rise.) 

Mr.  Minniver:  Just  a  minute, 
boys.  (The  others  sit.)  Don't  you 
think  it  would  be  a  nice  thing  if 
we  thanked  the  line  for  the  idea  of 
holding  these  mid-ocean  meetings? 

Mr.  Hackey:  I  think  it  would 
be  very  graceful,  personally. 

Messrs.  Ploon  and  Bossett:  An 
A-l  idea. 


.R  Po 


"TtFll/- 


"One  or  tico  more  blows  with  this 
pick,  and  I  shall  be  joining  you 
fellows  down  below! 

—Pcle  Mcle,  Paris. 


The  Explorer :  ' '  What  rejoices  me 
is,  that  this  time  I  shall  be  sure  of 
being  loved  for  myself  alone." 

— Journal  Amusant,  Paris. 

Mr.  Hackey:  I'll  handle  it  for 
you,  if  you  want  me  to.  I'm 
seeing  the  purser  about  something 
after  lunch  anyway.  That  is,  of 
course,  if  it's  agreeable  to  you 
boys. 

The  others:  Sure,  sure.  Go  to 
it,  Fred. 

Mr.  Hackey:  I  thought  it 
would  be  better  to  do  it  informally. 
Then  later,  it  mightn't  be  a  bad 
if  you  fellows  followed  it  up  in- 
dividually when  you  see  the  purser. 

Mr.  Minniver:  I  think  that's 
excellent.  All  in  favour  of  doing  it 
that  way — 

Messrs.  Ploon,  Bossett  and 
Hackey:      Aye. 

Mr.  Minniver:     Carried. 

Mr.  Hackey:  Now  what  about 
that  movement  to  adjourn? 

Mr.  Ploon:  I  move  that  we 
adjourn. 

Mr.  Minnever:  I  second  the 
motion. 

Mr.   Bossett:     Question. 

Mr.  Hackey:  It  is  moved  and 
seconded  that  we  adjourn  until 
Friday.     All  in  favour  say  "Aye.'' 

Messrs.  Ploon,  Bossett  and  Min- 
niver:     Aye. 

Mr.  Hackey:  The  Ayes  have  it. 
It  is  so  ordered. 

(The   meeting   is   adjourned.) 

MARC  CONNELLY. 
In  the  New-Yorker. 


Apology 

During  the  bitter  controversy 
in  the  nineties  over  Gladstone's 
proposed  Home  Rule  for  Ireland, 
Harry  Furniss,  the  famous  artist 
of  Punch,  in  a  ferocious  cartoon 
represented  Mr.  Swift  MacNeill, 
an  Irish  M.P.,  as  a  gorilla.  There 
was  a  scene  in  the  Lobby  of  the 
House  of  Commons  in  which 
MacNeill,  it  was  said,  spat  upon 
Furniss.  Later  Furniss  wrote  to 
ask  John  Burns,  the  Labour 
M.P.,  who  was  present  in  the 
lobby,  whether  he  could  bear 
witness  that  Mr.  MacNeill  spat 
on  him.  "My  dear  Furniss,"  was 
the  reply,  "I  regret  to  say  that  I 
did  not  see  Mr.  MacNeill  spit 
on  you." 

What  did  Mr.  Burns  mean? 

— McMaster  Monthly. 
*         *         * 

"My  poor  fellow,  here's  a  quar- 
ter. It  must  be  dreadful  to  be 
lame,  but  think  how  much  worse 
it  would  be  to  be  blind." 

"Righto,  madam.  When  I  was 
blind  I  was  always  getting  counter- 
feit  money."  -Centre  Colonel. 

*        *        * 

Won't  someone  please  tell  the 
silk  hose  manufacturers  what  the 
girls  want  is  more  than  a  run  for 
their  money ?— Allegheny  Alligator. 


"When  I  have  drunk  too  much  my 
head  aches  next  day." 

"I  ache  all  over." 

"All  over?     How?" 

"Because  of  the  reception  I  get 
from  my  wife."  —Pele  Mcle,  Paris. 
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"Mother,  this  is  Mary 
Josephine  Cornelius,  one  of 
my  women." 


I 


CI 


aire  was 


the 


The  Little  Grey  Hole  in  My  Vest 

There's  a  little  grey  hole  in  my  vest. 
It  happened  the  place  that  was  best. 
For  a  hole  in  the  coat  or  a  hole  in  the  pants 
Are  both  of  the  kind  you  can  see  at  a  glance. 
But  you  always  can  button  your  coat, 
And  hide  all  defects  in  the  vest. 

So  here's  to  the  moth  with  such   knowledge   of      She  danced — I   limped  away  and  bought 
cloth,  Two  pounds  of  Paris  Green,  which  made 

Such  insight  is  rare  in  a  pest.  Her  gin  taste  strangely,  I'm  afraid. 

*        *        *  — Record. 

Madge  followed  Claire  and  followed  Bee, 
I'm  told  she  also  followed  me, 
Officer:    "What  do  you  mean  by  going  sixty  miles      Love  for  me  filled  her  heart,  she  said, 


— New  Yorker. 

My  Murders 

first — I   must  confess, 
An  amateurish  squeamishness 
Witheld  me  long  (though  much  annoyed) 
From  Claire's  white  throat,  which  poured  out  Freud. 

Bee   dived,  swam,   rode,  shot,    golfed — and    thought, 


Driver's  License 


an  hour  through  this  town?" 

Husband:      "Why,    you—     -!—*—!—  -! 

Wife  (helpfully):     "Don't  pay    any    attention    to 
him,  officer.     He's  intoxicated." 

*        *        *  — Brown   Jug. 

Significant 

He:      "That    man    said   there   was    a    road   house 
below.     Shall  we  stop? 

She:     "Did  he  whisper  it  or  say  it  out  loud?" 

— Jack-o' -Lantern. 


But  now  the  poor  thing's  filled  with  lead. 

I  sometimes  think,  that  never  blows  so  red 

The  rose,  as  where  I  squashed  Amelia's  head, 

A  poetess,  who  read  beneath  the  bough, 

Her  Book  of  Verse  (sans  Flask)  with  Me  for  "Thou." 

Pearl's  eyes  were  dark  and  soulful  blue, 
So  was  her  party  mood — quite  too; 
The  Life  Beyond — she  seemed  to  doubt  it, 
But  now  she  must  know  all  about  it. 

— Joseph  Schull. 


Up 


said 


'Why  didn't  you  answer  when  the  elevator  man  She  (c°y^y)'-     "You  bad  b°y!     D00'1  vou  kiss  me 


up'? 


"I  thought  it  was  indigestion." 


Vassar  Vagabond. 


again!" 

He:    "I  won't.     I'm  trying  to  find  out  who  has  the 
gin  in  this  party."  —Reel. 
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A  Guide  Book  to  Utopia a  Guide  Book  to  Love Babbiltism  in  the  Middle  Ages a  Guide  Book. 

to  the  Atlantic and  a  Guide  Book  to  Cocktails 


Dante 


lp  IRST  there  was 
T~i  with  his  Divine 
lw«  Comedy,  Balzac  with  his 
Comedie  Humaine  and  now  there 
is  H.  G.  Wells  who  in  a  half  a 
hundred  volumes  paints  the  mighty 
panorama  of  the  human  divinity 
of  the  future.  In  his  latest, 
"Meanwhile"  (Geo.  H.  Doran, 
publishers),  Wells  has  apparently 
lost  patience  with  the  humble  role 
of  novelist  and  has  chosen  the 
part  of  prophet.  Fundamentally 
"Meanwhile"  is  a  tract,  but  one 
of  the  most  readable  tracts 
ever  produced  by  a  prophet 
of  Utopia.  Behind  the  plot 
and  in  it  there  is  Mr.  Wells 
talking  through  or  like  one  of 
his  psychologist  characters,  guiding 
his  readers  tactfully  and  gently 
along  his  lines  of  argument.  Never 
forcing  us,  trying  not  to  patronize 
us,  he  seems  often  like  a  man 
talking  to  a  child  or  a  stubborn 
drunk.  His  logic  is  unctuous — 
here  a  condescension,  there  a 
concession — but  always  the  smooth 
flow  of  a  faith  in  the  ultimate 
destiny  of  mankind.  Wells  writes 
with  such  ease  and  mastery  that, 
though  at  times  we  feel  his  reason- 
ing to  be  specious,  we  read  on 
sympathetically,  under  the  spell 
of  his  kindly  paternalism.  The 
story  opens  in  the  beautiful 
Italian  country  home  of  Phillip 
Rylands.  A  house  party  is  in 
progress.  Striding  through  the 
gatherings  of  the  guests  is  the 
ungainly  figure  of  Mr.  Sempack, 
scattering  right  and  left  his  some- 
times disturbing,   sometimes  com- 


forting, philosophic  views,  outlin- 
ing dispassionately  his  dreams  of 
the  inevitable  Utopia.  Nobody 
had  any  right  to  invite  a  man  like 
Mr.  Sempack  to  a  house  party 
in  a  beautiful  Italian  garden  in 
the  first  place,  but  then,  if  the 
Rylands  had  not,  there  would 
have  been  no  book.  Mr.  Sem- 
pack's  prophecies  interfered  with 
the  bridge,  had  a  harmful  effect 
upon  tennis  and  started  people 
who  should  have  been  concentrat- 
ing upon  the  fallacy  of  leading 
from  the  queen,  talking  and  think- 
ing about  What  Were  We  All 
Coming  To. 

The  coal  strike  in  England 
rumbles  away  in  the  background 
like  an  approaching  storm  and 
finally  bursts  over  the  pretty  as- 
semblage at  Casa  Terragena.  Just 
about  then  action  is  forgotten 
and  Mr.  Well's  proselyting  begins 
in  earnest.  Phillip  Rylands,  scion 
of  a  wealthy  family  of  coal  barons, 
reacting  from  a  moment  of  appre- 
hended infidelity  to  his  wife,  starts 
wondering  about  the  Big  Things 
in  Life  and  ends  up  a  theoretical 
Socialist. 

"Meanwhile"  fits  in  perfectly 
with  the  pattern  of  Mr.  Wells' 
prophecies,  but  one  wishes  he 
would  write  with  his  old  charm  as 
a  story-teller.  Only  occasionally 
in  "Meanwhile"  does  his  former 
manner  appear  and  the  effect  is 
electrical.  In  Mr.  Plantagenet- 
Buchan,  Wells  has  a  character  of 
the  old  type,  an  epicurean,  a 
dilletante  and  a  conversationalist 
par    excellence.       The    tactful    and 


deft  manner  of  Mr, 
Buchan  in  soothing 
the  beautiful  Mrs. 
pages   167  and    169 


Plantagenet- 

the  nerves  of 

Rylands    on 

makes  a  piece 


of  the  most  delightful  writing  in 
any  novel  of  recent  date.  Mostly, 
however,  "Meanwhile"  is  talk, 
talk  and  then  more  talk,  but  the 
trouble  with  Wells  is,  he  is  too 
often  convincing. 

"THERE  is  plenty  of  talk  also 
in  the  gigantic  compendium 
"On  Love"  by  Stendahl,  a  new 
edition  of  which  has  been  pro- 
duced by  McLean  &  Smithers. 
The  dictionary  defines  love  as  "n. 
A  feeling  of  deep  regard,  fondness, 
usually  accompanied  by  yearning 
or  desire  for;  affection  between 
persons  of  the  opposite  sex,  more 
or  less  founded  on  or  combined 
with  desire  or  passion";  Stendahl 
uses  420  pages  of  small  type  to 
expatiate  upon  the  above.  "On 
Love"  was  first  published  in  1822 
and  has  evoked  the  critical 
faculties  of  great  men,  from  Goethe, 
Taine,  Sainte-Beuve  and  Meri- 
mee  to  James  Huneker.  The  very 
monumental  size  of  this  work 
commands  our  attention  and 
enthusiasm.  One    hesitates    to 

differ  with  so  great  an  authority. 
Criticizing  "On  Love"  is  like 
suggesting  an  improvement  on 
the  nose  of  the  Sphinx,  but  after 
all,  why  not?  Frankly,  we  have 
never  admired  the  nose  of  the 
Sphinx.  Photographs  seem  to  these 
aesthetic  eyes  to  indicate  that 
much  is  to  be  desired.  No  doubt 
{.Continued  on  page  41) 
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DISC     RELEASES 


ion     the 

number 

the   Moon 

and    His    Royal 


ELDOM        is       a 
month       so        barren 
that    it    cannot    pro- 
duce one  outstanding 
song  hit,   and  in   our 
not  too  humble  opin- 
outstanding         fox-trot 
of    the    month    is    "Under 
and   Guy   Lombardo 
Canadians    (Col- 


umbia)   have 
which  is  just 


a    fox-trot    version 
about  perfect.      It's 


swinging,  it's  catchy,  it's  melodious 
or  what  have  you?  If  you  prefer 
it  sung,  there  is  nothing  quite  so 
soft  and  soothing  as  the  vocal 
harmonies  and  the  violin  and 
piano  accompaniment  in  the  Ethel 
and  Dorothea  Ponce  version,  also 
Columbia.  These  two  little  girls 
deserve  a  great  big  hand.  The 
way  they  say  "Yoo-hoo-hoo-hoo" 
is  just  too  sweet  for  words,  and 
you  know  how  sweet  that  is. 
They  are  probably  the  world's 
champion  yoohoohoohooers.  They 
are  just  a  couple  of  yoohoohoohoo- 
ing  fools.  They  recall  the  Watson 
Sisters  and  half  a  dozen  other 
sister  acts,  but  if  this  record  is 
any  criterion,  they  are  better. 
On  the  back  of  the  orchestra 
record  is  "Charmaine,"  a  pathetic 
waltz  in  the  new  je 
t'  aime-chez  nous-cherie 
tradition  in  which  the 
song  writers  have 
suddenly  taken  to 
reading  the  perfume 
advertisements.     The 


mation,  Harry  Richman,  who  gets 
better  and  better  all  the  time, 
singing  "Hallelujah"'  and  "Just 
Like  a  Butterfly  (Brunswick). 
We  have  heard  nothing  but  "Halle- 
lujah" since  it  appeared  and  we 
would  not  have  picked  it  as  a 
typical  Richman  effort,  but  this 
big  pleasant  baritone  takes  this 
number  and  infuses  a  good,  old- 
time,  kosher-negro  spirtual  quality 
into  it  until  it  is  just  about  perfect. 
Hallelujah!  Oh,  yes,  and  that  last 
sustained  note  in  "Just  Like  a 
Butterfly"  is  worth  the  price  of 
admission  alone.  Apex  have  a 
laughing  record  of  Larry  Andrews, 
entitled  "I'm  One  of  the  Ticklish 
Kind,"  which  has  no  justification 
at  all.  It  is  silly,  but  you  will 
laugh  at  it,  and  out  of  half  a  dozen 
average  guests,  one  is  sure  to  have 
hysterics.  He  just  laughs,  that's 
about  all.  On  the  back  of  the 
ticklish  record  is  a  sort  of  a  grown- 
up nursery  song  entitled  "The 
Countess  of  Alagazan,"  which  has 
much  rhyme  but  no  reason.  Both 
Brunswick  and  Victor  have  record- 
ings of  "Positively-Absolutely." 
Jan  Garber  and  His  Orchestra 
(Victor)  play  it  like  a  fox-trot. 
The    Six    Jumping    Jacks    (Bruns- 


Ponce  girls  also 
'Nesting  Time." 
all  right  too. 
There  is 
nothing  the 
with  Roger 
Kahn's     "One 


sing 
It's 


really 

matter 

Wolfe 

Sum- 


mer  Night"  or 
"South  Wind"  (Vic- 
tor). Particularly  the 
former  is  light  and 
pretty. 

The  other  out- 
standing record  of  the 
month  is,  in  our  esti- 


wick)  play  it  like  a  Roman  holiday 
in  a  boiler  factory.  They  also 
tear  through  "There's  a  Trick  in 
Pickin'  a  Chick,  Chick,  Chicken." 
For  speed  and  endurance  we  take 
out  hats  off  to  these  athletes  of 
melody.  Jan  Garber  also  plays 
"You  Don't  Like  It,  Not  Much." 
And  we  like  it  as  much  as  ever. 

[^ANIN  and  His  Orchestra  have 
two  good  fox-trots  for  Apex, 
"Side  by  Side"  and  "Underneath 
the  Weeping  Willow."  These  are 
quite  up  to  standard  and  notable 
for  melodies  which  are  already 
popular.  "Me  and  My  Shadow" 
with  Al  Lynn  and  His  Orchestra  is 
on  the  back  of  "Side  by  Side," 
and  is  also  good,  as  is  "I'm  in  Love 
Again,"  played  by  the  Six  Hotten- 
tots on  the  back  of  "The  Willow." 
"Me  and  My  Shadow"  also  re- 
ceives kind  treatment  at  the  hands 
of  Phil  Ohman  and  Victor  Arden 
and  their  orchestra  (Brunswick), 
who  also  play  "Broken-Hearted," 
a  number  which  is  getting  con- 
siderable plugging  and  which,  while 
more  or  less  commonplace,  scores 
on  simplicity.  "Broken-Hearted" 
also  receives  the  attention  of  Paul 
Whiteman  (Victor),  who  combines 
it  with  "Collette"  on  the  reverse 
for  two  good  numbers. 
But  we  seem  to  note 
a  jerky  quality  in  the 
Whiteman  records  of 
late.  It  is  not  so 
noticeable  in  either 
of  the  above  as  it  is 
in  his  "Just  Once 
Again"  and  "I'm 
Coming,  Virginia." 
This  staccato  techni- 
que offends  these  ears 
but  seems  to  appeal 
to  a  fair  audience  as 
original  and  attrac- 
tive. Can't  see  it. 
Ford  and  Glenn  sing 
"Baby  Feet  Go  Pitter 
Patter"  and  "A  Little 
Girl,  a  Little  Boy,  a 
Little      Moon"      for 


Popular  Song  Illustrated:   "Russian  Lullaby.' 


(Con  id  on  page  32) 
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One  of  the  Worst 

Speaking  of  literary  criticism,  a  co-member  of 
the  human  race  expressed  something  approaching  the 
ultimate  concerning  it.  We  suggested  that  he  would 
enjoy  a  certain  volume  of  fiction.  "Why!"  he  snorted, 
"I  wouldn't  read  that  book  if  there  was  a  law  against 
it." 

— New  Orleans  Times-Picayune. 
*        *        * 

Elizabeth:  "A  man  told  me  last  night  that  my 
kisses  were  adorable." 

Caryolyn:     "Who  was  he?" 

Elizabeth:  "Never  mind,  my  dear — he  was  per- 
fectly satisfied." 

-Life. 

*  *        * 

Extree-ordinary  Attrakshun! 

Franc:     "My  dad  is  a  Moose,    an  Elk,  an  Eagle 
and  a  Lion." 

Mark:  "Gosh,  how  much  does  it  cost  to  see 
him?" 

— Froth. 

*  *        * 

"When  in  Rome  do  as  Romans  do." 
"Yes,  and  when  in  Paris,  'Be  yourself."' 

—  Widow. 

Lacking 

"What  do  you  think  of  the  Museum  of  Art?" 
"Oh,    the   pictures   are   good   enough,    but    there 
ain't  no  good  jokes  in  under  them" 

—  Wasp. 

*        *        * 

"You  were  speaking  much  too  long  on  the  'phone 

just  now,  Miss  Ponsonby." 

"But  it  was  a  business  call,  Mr.  Jones." 

"Well,  please  don't  address  any  of  our  clients  as 

'sweetikins'  in  the  future!" 

—  London  Opinion. 

*  *        * 

Obliging 

"Oh,  miss,  I  made  a  mistake  in  your  passport.  I 
put  your  hair  down  as  fair,  and  it  is  black." 

"That's  too  bad.     Will  you  correct  it,  or  shall  I?" 

—  Widow. 

*  *        * 

"And  how  did  you  like  the  cook  I  recommended, 
Lady  Puffen powder?" 

"Aye,  Lord  Herbert-Tareyton,  she  was  okey  as 
cooks  go,  and  as  cooks  go,  she  went." 

— Scream. 

*  *        * 

Mystery 

"Listen,  Jane,  tell  me  what  happened  after  we  all 
drank  to  'Old  Lehigh.'" 

"I  was  just  going  to  ask  you." 

— Burr. 

*  *        * 

Hector:  "Losh,  mon!  Ye're  no'  plantin'  sma' 
seed  ready  for  the  next  tenant?" 

Angus:  "Na.  I  planted  them  afore  I  kenned  I 
was  leavin*  the  hoose — sae  I'm  pickin'  them  oot!" 

-Sketch. 


o 


o 

o 


SUMMER  is  here!  AH  the  rich  surfaces  of 
the  year's  most  glorious  season  are 
ready  for  you.  But  to  complete  the  enjoy- 
ment of  your  vacation  you  should  have  as  a 
companion  College  Humor. 

This  magazine  is  heing  edited  for  you. 
We  think  the  way  you  think;  we  have 
scoured  the  publishing  field  to  find  for  you 
the  most  entertaining  fiction,  the  brightest 
art,  the  most  penetrating  articles. 

For  six  years  we  have  had  the  pleasure 
of  close  contact  with  college  men  and 
women.  We  have  been  impressed  with  their 
essential  decency,  their  fine  sense  of  honor, 
their  dreams  and  their  purple  horizons. 
We  have  learned  to  know  and  believe  in 
Youth — its  fragile  loves,  its  laughter  with- 
out bitterness,  its  strength.  In  the  pages  of 
College  Humor  you  will  find  that  element 
which  no  other  magazine  supplies. 

It  w  ill  follow  you  home  this  vacation,  aiaci 
anywhere  else  in  ■    the  world.     Just 

send  to  Chicago  three  dollars  foi 

one  year's  sub-  scription    or    five 

dollars   for  t  w  o    years'. 

Make  it  a  real  companion! 


oAt  oAll  aN^ews stands,  the  First  of  Every  SMontk 
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Over  for  a  Touchdown! 

A  fake  buck — a  pass  to  the  outside  wing — an 
end    run— and    he's    over    for    a    touchdown! 

Read    all    about    the    fine  points  of    the  game 


in 


fat  %>\&ht 

Canada's  National  Newspaper 


$5.00  BY  MAIL 
IN  CANADA 


$6.00   DELIVERED 
IN  TORONTO 
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Magnolia 


"RED  LIPS" 
"Magnolia" 

Fox  Trots   with   Vocal   Choruses — The 
Clevelanders. 


3563 

"THE  MORE  WE  ARE  TOGETHER" 
"You  Never  Get  Nowhere  Holding  Hands" 

Fox    Trots    with    Vocal     Effects  —The    "tCJA 
Six  Jumping  Jacks  0O£^X 

"RUSSIAN   LULLABY" 
"One  Summer  Night" 

Played  on  the  Kimball  Organ  by  Lew 
White,  Roxy  Theatre  Organist.  Chor- 
uses by  F.  Fradkin,  Violinist,  and  Frank 
Munn,  Tenor. 


3575 


"ROSY  CHEEKS" 
"Underneath  the  Stars  with  You" 

Nick  Lucas,    "The    Crooning   Trouba-    OCOQ 
dour."  with  Guitar  and  Piano.  OvLtO 

"SILVER  MOON" 
"Your  Land  and  My  Land" 

Fox  Trots  with  Vocal  Choruses.    From    0C07 
"My  Maryland" — Fenton's  Orchestra.    *JOO  I 

"JUST  LIKE  A  BUTTERFLY" 
"Baby  Mine" 

Fox  Trots  with  Vocal  Chorus.  Vincent   9C79 
Lopez  and  his  Casa  Lopez  Orchestra.       OO  t  O 

Always  Something  New  on  Brunswick  Records 

There's  new  snap,  rhythm  and  pep  in 

"Light-Hay"  records 

ffmmswick 

PANATROPES   RECORDS 


Disc  Releases 

{Continued  from  page  29) 

Columbia.  We  would  rather  not 
say  any  more  about  it.  Also  re- 
grettable is  the  fact  that  the  singing 
at  the  Jubilee  Celebration  by  choir 
and  school  children  at  Ottawa 
recorded  by  radio  by  Apex  is  too 
indistinct   to  be  intelligible. 

If  you  like  bird  warblers,  whist- 
ling Margaret  McKee  has  some 
for  Brunswick,  and  encores  with 
the  "Invitation  Waltz."  All  right 
for  those  who  care  for  such  things. 

A  NOTHER  fox-trot  which  is  in 
favour  with  the  orchestras 
and  which  scores  about  55  per 
cent,  in  this  examination  hall,  is 
"Gorgeous."  Pretty  commonplace 
tripe  at  that,  but  if  you  are  just 
going  to  dance  to  it,  it's  all  right. 
Johnny  Hamp's  Kentucky  Seren- 
aders  for  Victor  and  Harry  Archer 
and  His  Orchestra  (Brunswick)  do 
the  best  they  can  with  it.  On  the 
back  of  the  Victor  record  is  Nat 
Shilkret  and  His  Victor  Orchestra 
playing  "There's  a  Trick  in  Pickin' 
a  Chick,  Chick,  Chicken"  which  is 
full  of  pep.  The  other  Harry 
Archer  number  is  "Sa-lu-ta!"  a 
wop  number  in  the  Where-do-you- 
worka-John  tradition.  Eddy  Pea- 
body  twangs  a  wicked  banjo  for 
Apex,  and  doen't  do  any  harm  to 
"At  Sundown"  and  "Hallelujah." 
We  can  see  nothing  to  recommend 
in  "Roodles"  played  by  the  noisy 
Coon-Sander's  Orchestra  (Victor), 
but  they  resurrect  the  late 
lamented  "I  Ain't  Got  Nobody"  to 
good  effect  on  the  reverse.  One 
of  the  best  pipe  organ  records  of 
the  month  is  Milton  Charles  play- 
ing the  ubiqitous  "Hallelujah" 
(Columbia),  but  we  didn't  care  for 
his  "Cheerie-beerie-be."  Adrian 
Schubert's  Concert  Orchestra  play- 
ing "Danube  Waves  Waltz"  and 
"L'Estudiantina  Waltz"  (Apex) 
are   fair. 


SIDE  BY  SIDE 

You'll 
Find 

ME  AND  MY  SHADOW 

Two  of   the  steppiest 

and  keenest  melodies 

heard  in  months 

JUST 

try  to  keep  from  humming 

THEM 


"SIDE  BY  SIDE" 

Lanin  and  His  Orchestra       OOZO 

"ME  AND  MY  SHADOW" 

Al  Lynn  and  His  Orchestra 


"AT  SUNDOWN" 

Vocals  by  Eddie  Peabody     8628 

"HALLELUJAH !" 


"I'M  IN  LOVE  AGAIN" 

Six  Hottentots  86Z4 

"Underneath  the  Weeping  Willow" 

Lanin  and  His  Orchestra 


"DANUBE  WAVES  WALTZ" 

Adrian  Schubert's  Concert     OOZo 
Orchestra 

L'  ESTUDIANTINA" 

Adrian  Schubert's  Concert 
Orchestra 


I'M   ONE   OF  THE  TICKLISH 
KIND"  26058 

"The  Countess  of  Alagazam" 

Songs  by  Larry  Andrews 


"VIVE  LA  CANADIENNE" 
"0  CANADA"       26063 

Sung  at  Jubilee  Celebration  by 
Choir  and  School  Children 

Newest  APEX  Creations 
65c 

The  SUN  RECORD  CO. 

TORONTO 

DEALERS  EVERYWHERE 
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Free  Speech 


FOR  THE   BEST   LETTER   PUBLISHED 

EACH  MONTH   STARTING   WITH  THE 

SEPTEMBER     ISSUE.     GOBLIN      WILL 

PAY  $5.00 

$5.00  Prize-Winning  Letter 

Penetanguishene,  Ontario, 

August  8th,  1927. 
The  Editor, 

GOBLIN   Magazine, 
Toronto,  Ont. 
Dear  Sir: 

I  have  read  the  letters  published  in 
the  last  issue  of  the  Goblin.  Several 
speak  of  the  vulgarity  of  the  jokes  and 
cartoons.  Some  are  objectionable,  others 
are  good.  But  what  would  be  the  result 
if  we  lacked  humour?  A  dull  world.  I 
think.  And  the  necessity  for  good 
humour  is  becoming  very  great.  But 
before  criticising  let  us  say  something  of 
those  who  read  the  Goblin. 

There  are  those  whose  moral  character 
is  low,  those  who  are  always  putting  a 
wrong  interpretation  upon  jokes.  For 
that  type  it  would  be  difficult  for  any 
magazine  to  publish  that  which  could  not 
be  interpreted  wrongly.  But  we  have  no 
brief  for  smutty  jokes.  Then  there  are 
those  who  may  read  the  same  and  yet 
see  nothing  objectionable  about  it.  To 
the  latter  vulgar  jokes  only  irritate  their 
sense  of  humour. 

This  only  shows  the  difficulty  that  a 
humorous  magazine  has  to  contend  with. 
The  Goblin  in  many  ways  is  a  tonic 
for  leisure  hours.  Therefore  let  us  not 
be  too  quick  to  censure. 

I  think  every  magazine  could  justly 
discard  some  articles  and  when  that  is 
done  none  shall  be  more  pleased  than  I. 

In  looking  over  the  August  edition  I 
find  many  cartoons  ot  really  humorous 
type.  Let  anyone  notice  the  cartoon  on 
page  twenty-two  of  August  issue,  "The 
Dog  Fancier  Spends  a  Quiet  Afternoon." 
It  is  really  humorous.  Or  look  at  the 
cartoons  on  page  twenty-six.  Such 
humour  must  appeal  to  the  imaginative 
mind. 

We  need  not  stop  with  cartoons.  Many 
of  the  jokes  and  short  stories  are  excellent 
humour.  It  would  be  useless  to  give  a 
list  of  the  many  articles  to  be  taken  from 
the  pages  of  the  Goblin.  Let  all  readers 
take  what  appeals  to  their  sense  of  humour 
and  the  Goblin  will  be  of  real  interest, 
don't  you   think? 

Every    success    to    the    Editor    in    his 
endeavour    to    produce    good,    wholesome 
humour  for  the  Canadian  reader. 
Yours  truly, 

Gordon  H.   Bailey. 


Orgy 


July  18,  1927. 
Goblin  Limited: 

Discontinue  sending  your  rag.  Of  all 
the  drivel  ever  received  this  last  issue 
tops  em.  Canadian  tho'  I  be,  save  our 
sense  of  humour,  if  your  sheet  indicates 
our  national  humorous  publication.  Fol- 
low McLean's  example  and  put  something 
decent  in  your  magazine.  The  humour  is 
beyond  description  and  as  an  example  for 
the  rest  of  the  country  to  read  as  from 
learned  college  men,  I  dwell  no  longer  on 
such  an  orgy. 

L.  C.  Williams, 

301  Morley  Avenue, 

Winnipeg.  Man. 


PLAYER'S  is  recognized  on  the 
golf  course  and  off,  as  the 
outstanding  quality  cigarette  of 
the  Dominion  and  the  most 
popul 


ar. 


IT'S  THE  TOBACCO  THAT  COONTS 


The  new  size — 15  cigarettes 
for   25c — fits   every   pocket 


AYER'S 

NAVY  CUT 

CIGARETTES 


The  Wrong  Minister 

Dunnville.  Ont,  August  15,   1927. 
The  Editor,  GOBLIN, 

Toronto,  Ont. 
Dear  Sir: 

When  Goblin  open  his  lips  on  "Free 
Speech,"  there  are  certain  things  I  cannot 
understand.  Perhaps  you  will  be  con- 
siderate of  a  school  teacher  such  as  I, 
and    help   me. 

My  first  difficulty  is  with  Mr.  Parker's 
letter,  August  issue.  If  Goblin  is  so 
"punk"  to  him,  that  he  reads  from  cover 
to  cover  without  even  smiling,  let  alone 
laughing,  I  only  wish  he  would  send  his 
old  copies  to  the  Continuation  School 
where  I  teach  in  Northern  Ontario.  The 
country  pupils  who  remain  at  noon  hour 
love  the  Goblin  and  con  many  wholesome 
school  jokes  from  it  for  their  school 
paper  at  the  Literary  Society.  My  own 
copy  is  scarcely  enough  to  go  round,  so 
if  some  of  these  people  who  do  not  enjoy 
the  magazine  would  only  think  of  others 
(not  so  critical),  there  would  be  many 
happy  girls  and  boys  who  have  to  spend 
a  long  hour  and  a  half  alone  at  school 
with  a  cold  lunch. 

My  other  chief  trouble  was  trying  to 
find  out  why  the  prize-winning  minister 
who,  last  winter,  showered  such  rosy 
bouquets  at  Goblin,  now  has  only  thistles 
and  brick-bats  to  hurl.  Really,  I  don't 
understand  how  a  magazine  of  such 
"filthy  jokes  and  cartoons"  could  ever 
have  attracted  him  into  even  trying, 
much  less  winning  such  a  contest.  I 
notice  that  the  letter  of  disapproval  comes 
from  Lion's  I  lead,  which  perhaps  accounts 
for  the  roar. 


Nevertheless  I  enjoy  the  Free  Speech 
column.  After  all,  isn't  it  a  good  thing 
that  all  men  do  not  think  alike? — or,  as 
I  key  says,  "Dey'd  all  be  after  mine 
wife." 

I  like  Goblin — Ricardo,  Taylor,  Fisher, 
Ginsmore  and  most  of  the  others.  I 
also  like  it  because  it  is  a  Canadian 
publication  of  live  wit  and  humour  for 
equally  live  Canucks  who  are  tired  of 
having  American  advertisements  forced 
upon  them.  Perhaps  I  do  not  appreciate 
all  phases  of  your  magazine  but  I  am 
satisfied  to  enjoy  the  cream  and  leave  the 
skimmed  milk,  so  to  speak. 

I  was  just  an  "also  ran"  in  your  cartoon- 
judging  contest,  not  even  coming  seventy- 
fifth,  but  hope  to  have  another  chance 
some  time.  But  when  I  do  enter  another 
contest,  it  will  have  to  offer  a  more  enticing 
puzzle  than  the  "Telegram"  and  more 
than  one  prize. 

But  please,  whatever  you  do,  leave  the 
Free  Speech  column.     It  is  fine. 
Yours  truly, 

Mildred  J.  Thompson, 

School  Teacher. 

Miss  Thompson,  in  the  above 
excellent  letter,  makes  the  mistake 
of  confusing  two  ministers.  The 
winner  of  the  first  prize  in  Goblin's 
contest  was  the  Rev.  A.  W.  Guild, 
of  Hamilton.  The  writer  of  the 
critical  letter  in  the  August  issue 
was  the  Rev.  Leslie  Grove,  of 
Lion's  Head. — Ed. 

(Continued  on  page  36) 
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WRIGLEYS 

DOUBLE  MINT- easy  to 
remember— and  hard  to  for- 
get,  once  you've  tried  it. 
Keeps  teeth  white, 
breath  sweet,  aids  appetite 
and  digestion  ... 


S™%  A  Perfect  Looking  Nose 

My    Latest   Improved    Model    25 

corrects  now  ill-shaped  noses 
quickly,  painlessly,  permanently 
and  comfortably  at  home.  It  is 
the  only  nose-shaping  appliance 
of  precise  adjustment  and  a  safe 
and  guaranteed  patent  device 
that  will  actually  give  you  a 
perfect-looking  nose.  Write  for 
free  booklet  which  tells  you  how 
to  obtain  a  perfect-looking  nose. 
M.  Trilety,  Pioneer  Nose-Shaping 
Specialist,  Dept.  2917, 
Binghamton,  N.Y, 


What  Made  His 
Hair  Grow? 

Read  His  Letter  for  the  Answer 


"Two  years  ago 
I  was  bald  all  over 
the  top  of  my  head. 

"I  felt  ashamed 

for  people  to  see  my 
head.  1  tried  differ- 
ent preparations, 
but  they  did  no 
good.  I  remained 
j.  7  bald,    until   1  used 

W  Kotalko. 

f  "New  hair  canto 

i  almost  immediat- 

/  ely    and    kept    on 

:0  growing.  In  a  short 

time  I  had  a  splen- 
did head  of  hair, 
a  Which  has  been  per- 
fect ever  since — 
H  and  no  return  of 
%^a%a  the  baldness." 
This  verified  statement  is  by  Mr.  H.  A.  Wild.  He 
Ib  but  one  of  the  big  legion  of  users  of  Kotalko  who 
voluntarily  attest  it  has  stopped  falling  hair,  elimin- 
ated dandruff  or  aided  new,  luxuriant  hair  grrowth. 
KOTALKO  is  Bold  by  busy  druggists  everywhere. 

FREE  Trial  Box 

To  prove  the  efficacy  of  Kotalko,  for  men's, 
women's  and  children's  hair,  the  producers  are 
giving  Proof  Boxes.    Use  coupon  or  write,  to 

KOTAL  CO.,  A  563  ,  Station  L,  New  York 

Please  send  me  FREE  Proof  Box  of   KOTALKO 

Name 

Address  


POOR  LITTLE  RICH  BOY 


Life. 


th< 


charge 


Odd 

"Officer,      what's 
against  this  man?" 
"Intoxication." 
"What's  the  evidence?" 
"Driving   a   car   down    Tremont 
Street." 

"And  is  that  a  sign  of  intoxica- 
tion?" 

"But  there  was  no  car." 

— Lampoon. 

*        *        * 

A  kind-hearted  man,  hearing  a 
dog  howling  mournfully,  decided 
to  investigate  the  animal's  ailment. 
He  found  the  dog  sitting  calmly 
upon  his  haunches  but  still  emitting 
agonised  yelps. 

"What  ails  your  dog?"  he  asked 
the  owner. 

"Oh,  he's  just  lazy." 

"But  laziness  won't  make  a  dog 
howl." 

"Yes,  but  that  dog  is  sitting  on 
a  thistle." 

— Kentish  Observer. 


Marksmanship 

An  Irishman  got  a  job  at  an 
observatory.  During  his  first 
night's. duty  he  paused  to  watch  a 
learned  professor  who  was  peering 
through  a  large  telescope.  Just 
then  a  star  fell. 

"Man  aloive!"  exclaimed  the 
astounded  Irishman.  "You're  a 
foine  shot." 

— Irish  Times. 

"Smith  was  certainly  unlucky  in 
his  divorce  suit." 

"How's  that?" 

"Why,  he  got  the  custody  of  the 
mother-in-law." 

—Life. 

*       *       * 

"And  you  say  you  are  comfort- 
able in  the  prison?" 

"Yes;  now  I  don't  have  to  get 
up  in  the  middle  of  the  night  to 
see  if  the  door  is  locked." 

— Buen  Humor,  Madrid. 
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Threat 

The  latest  addition  to  the  cin- 
ema's folklore  concerns  a  studio 
manager  who  telephoned  to  the 
company's  leading  scenarist  one 
Saturday. 

"I  have  got  to  have  a  big  story 
by  Monday  morning,"  he  an- 
nounced. 

The  scenarist,  about  to  depart 
for  a  quiet  week-end,  demurred. 
The  executive,  however,  was  in- 
sistent. The  caste  was  ready,  he 
declared,  the  sets  were  standing 
and  the  director  was  engaged. 
Finally  his  voice  grew  hard. 

"Either  you  give  me  a  story 
by  Monday  morning,"  he  said  with 
unpleasant  emphasis,  "or  I  start 
shooting   without   one." 

— New   Yorker. 

"¥  ^  * 

Teacher  (during  history  lesson) : 
"What  are  the  races  that  have 
dominated  England  since  the  in- 
vasion of  the  Romans?" 

Small  Boy:  "The  Derby  and  the 
Grand  National,  miss." 

— Kentish  Observer. 

*  *        * 

"Well,"  remarked  a  married  man 
after  examining  his  friend's  new 
flat,  "I  wish  I  could  afford  a  place 
like  this." 

"Yes,"  said  his  friend,  "you 
married  men  may  have  better 
halves,    but   we   bachelors   usually 

have  better  quarters." — Pathfinder. 

*  *        * 

Meating  at  the   Alter 

Padre:  "Do  you  take  this  wo- 
man for  butter  or  for  wurst?" 

Hardre:  "Oh,  liver  alone.  I 
never  sausage  nerve!" 

—  Virgina  Reel. 

*  *        * 

"How  long  you  in  jail  fo', 
Mose?" 

"Two  weeks." 

"What  am  de  ch'ge?" 

"No  ch'ge,  everything  am  free." 

"Ah  mean,  what  has  you  did?" 

"Don  shot  my  wife." 

"You  killed  yo'  wife  and  only 
in  jail  fo'  two  weeks?" 

"Dat's  all — den    I    gits  hung." 

— Froth. 

*  *        * 

A  noted  New  York  author  re- 
cently published  an  article  stating 
that  the  people  were  acquiring  the 
habits  of  the  kangaroo. 

Taxicabs,  friend,   taxicabs. 

—  Buccaneer. 
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Culture 

First  Pugilist:  "Why  do  they 
call  youse  'Gentleman  Jim'?" 

Second  Pugilist:  "Aw,  they  seen 
me  holdin'  a  fork  once  when  I  was 
eatin'.  I  had  it  to  crack  me 
bruder's  knuckes  if  he  reached  for 
me  pork  chop."         — Pitt  Panther. 

Judge:  "The  policeman  says 
that  you  were  travelling  at  a  speed 
of  sixty  miles  an  hour." 

Prisoner:  "It  was  necessary, 
your  honour;   I  had  stolen  the  car." 

Judge:  "Oh,  that's  different. 
Why  didn't  you  tell  me  in  the  first 
place?     Case  dismissed." 

— Bison. 

*        *        * 

Variety 

"Molly,"  said  someone  to  the 
little  daughter  of  a  clergyman, 
"does  your  father  preach  the  same 
sermon  tv\ice?" 

"I  think,  perhaps,  he  does," 
returned  Molly,  cautiously;  "but 
he  talks  loud  and  soft  in  different 
places  the  second  time,  so  that  it 
doesn't  sound  the  same." 

— Northern  Daily  Telegraph. 


I    see   you   just   returned   from 
Paris.        Did    your    wife    go    with 


you?" 

"Do  you   take  sandwiches  to  a 
banquet?" 

— Rutgers  Chanticleer. 

*  #        * 

What's  the  difference   between 

a    lion    tamer   and   a    taxi-driver?" 

"Well,    a    lion    tamer    trains    the 

meat,  and  a  taxi-driver  meets  the 

choo-choo."  — Cracker. 

*  *        * 

"My     sweetheart's     a     diamond 
cutter." 

Oh — in   the  jewelry   business." 

Not  exactly — he  cuts  the  grass 

on  the  baseball  field."  — Satyr. 

K:     Have    you    had    your    iron 
to-day? 

A:     Yes;    I've    been    biting    my 
nails  all  morning. 

Aggicvator. 

*  *        * 

Suitor:     'I  have  come  about  your 
daughter's  hand." 

Father:    "James,  tell  Miss  Doris 
the  manicurist  has  arrived." 

Puppet. 
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Correct1 

INVICTUS  shoes  are 
absolutely  correct  in 
every  detail  of  style  and 
character  for  business, 
informal  or  dress  wear. 


The  Eagle  Shoe  Co.,  Limited,  Montreal 


Sold 

by  the 

best  shoe 

dealers 


the  Best  Good  Shoe 


Free  Speech 

(Continued  from  page  33) 
A  Bouquet  for  Mr.  Grove 

.  One  copy  addressed  to  myself 
each  month  will  suffice,  until  the  two 
years  are  finished.  Then  if  Rev.  Leslie 
Grove  has  not  put  you  out  of  business, 
I  will  gladly  subscribe  again.  Funny  is 
it  not,  how  some  supposedly  pious  people 
can   see   filth   in   anything? 

Yours  cordially, 
C.  S.  Carlsisle, 

Hantsport,  N.S. 

*         *         * 

A  Hint  for  Young  Mothers 

A  thermometer  is  unnecessary 
when  giving  a  baby  a  bath.  If 
the  baby  turns  red,  the  water  is 
too  hot;  if  the  baby  turns  blue,  the 
water  is  too  cold;  but  if  the  baby 
turns  white  you'll  know  that  it 
needed   the   bath. 

—  Burr. 


Youth 

— develop  and 
hold  its  glori- 
ous freshness 
until  youth  is 
but  a  mem- 
ory. 


Retain  its  soft,  smooth 
extrancing  beauty  over  the 
years  to  come.  Check  the 
wrinkles  and  flabbiness 
and  keep  the  appearance  of 
youth  with  you  always  thru 

GoURAUDS  38    , 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

k      Made  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 
-Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size 
Ferd.  T.  Hopkins  &  Son.    Mor-v 
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Maritime  Humor 

Sailor's  Widow:  "Is  it  true  that 
sailors  have  a  girl  in  every  port?'' 

Sailor:  "Na-a-h!  We  don't  stop 
at  every  port."  — Beanpot. 

*  *        # 

Mistress:  "Why  didn't  you 
bring  the  plum  pudding  in,  Jane?" 

Jane:  "We  couldn't  get  the 
brandy  to  light.  Mum,  but  it's  all 
right  now.  We  poured  a  little 
kerosene  over  it." 

— Boston  Transcript. 

*  *        * 

"I'm    wearing    my    room-mate's 
patent  leathers." 
"What  for?" 
"The  patent  on   mine  expired." 

— Jacko. 

*  #        * 

Peter  Cabriski  had  secured  his 
first  naturalization  papers.  The 
English  language,  thought  Peter, 
was  mere  child's  play  to  him.  At 
next  session  of  the  night  school  he 
recited  brilliantly,  filled  with  con- 
fidence. 

The  class  was  studying  a  well- 
known  book.  The  teacher  came 
across  the  expression  "Sunday 
clothes." 

"Does  anyone  know  what  that 
means?"  asked  the  teacher. 

No  one  answered.  Finally  she 
turned  to  Peter. 

"Do  you  know,  Peter?"  she  said. 

"Sure,"  he  replied,  with  a  pitying 
look  at  his  classmates.  "He's  the 
man  that  brings  presents  to  believ- 
:ng  little  children." 

Jack-o' -Lantern. 


Forgetful 

Tom:    He  left  his  umbrella  here 

again.     He's  probably  the  absent- 

i  minded  professor  who  would  leave 

his  head   if   it   were   not  attached. 

Dick:  Guess  you're  right.  I 
heard  him  say  only  yesterday  that 
he  was  going  to  Switzerland  for  his 

lungs.  — Colonel. 

*  *        * 

Tact 

Polite  Frosh:  "You  know  you've 
changed  since  I  saw  you  last." 

Sweet  One:  "And  how?  For 
better  or  worse?" 

Polite  Frosh:  "My  dear,  you 
could  only  change  for  the  better." 

— Buzz. 

*  *        * 

Qualifications 

"Well,"  said  the  hotel  manager, 
"you  say  you  have  no  dog,  radio, 
phonograph  or  children.  You 
seem  to  be  the  ideal  tenant  that 
the  owner  is  looking  for." 

"I  don't  want  to  keep  anything 
from  you,"  said  the  prospective 
tenant.  "My  wife's  new  shoes 
squeak  a  bit."  — Dirge. 

Realism 

I  have  never  known  a  better 
commercial  artist  than  Bottomley. 
Far  back  in  the  early  days  of  our 
acquaintance  his  technique  was 
perfect;  even  his  still  life  paintings 
fairly    throbbed    with    life. 

Bottomley  himself  told  me  the 
secret  of  his  success.  "I  live  what- 
ever I  am  painting,"  he  said  to 
me  one  day.  "When  I  paint  a 
smiling  face,  I  smile.  When  I 
paint  one  furrowed  by  worry  I 
am  sad.  That  is  what  makes  an 
artist.  He  must  live  that  which 
he    is    attempting." 

Perhaps  Bottomley  was  right, 
but  he  should  have  confined  his 
efforts  to  tomatoes,  codfish  and 
herring.  Yesterday,  with  the  tend- 
er touch  of  loving  hands,  I  laid  a 
wreath   on    his   grave. 

It  may  be  perfectly  safe  to  feel 
like  a  tomato,  a  codfish  or  even  a 
herring,  but  Bottomley  froze  to 
death  last  week  painting  a  dish  of 
ice  cream. 

C.     WARDEN    LA    ROE. 

*  *  * 

"St.     Louis    (Mo.)    Post-Dis- 
patch (headline)— FAMILY  OF 
EIGHT    LEFT    DESTITUTE 
WHEN  AUTO  BURNS." 
Civilization  to-day. 
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OT  very  far  above  and 
to  the  left  you  will  find 
a  charming  picture  of 
GOBLIN'S  Editorial  Department 
embarking  upon  a  great  expedition 
to  discover  the  man  or  woman  who 
is  not  just  waiting  to  be  asked  to 
subscribe.  Their  implements  imply 
and  the  implication  is  important 
-a  frightful  fate  for  this  rare 
specimen  if  Commander  Tiddly- 
poosh  and  his  trusty  men  find  him. 


You  will  be  safe  if  you  subscribe  now 


$3.00  a  year 


C9BLIM 

170  BAY  STREET 
TORONTO 


$5.00  two  years 
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In  Detroit 

—ten  minutes  from  all  depots. 
Webster  Hall  is  in  the  true 
cultural  centre,  at  Cass  Ave- 
nue and  Putman,  just  across 
from  the  beautiful  Public 
Library  and  the  new  Art  Insti- 
tute. Bus  lines  pass  the  door; 
main  car  line  one  block  away. 


— fust  opened,  this  Webster 
Hall  in  the  famous  Schenley 
Park  district,  at  Fifth  Avenue 
and  Dithridge.  Nine  minutes 
from i  downtown.  Within  a 
radius  of  four  blocks  are  the 
University  of  Pittsburgh,  For- 
bes Field,  Carnegie  Library, 
Pittsburgh  Athletic  Club  and 
Masonic  Temple. 


Exclusively  for  Men 

Recreational  Facilities  of 
the  Finest  Athletic  Clubs 

Privileges  of  the  swimming  pool,  gymnasium,  handball 
courts,  lounges,  card  and  billiard  rooms — all  included  in 
rentals  no  higher  than  the  cost  of  "just  a  room"  else- 
where! Make  Webster  Hall  your  next  stop — in  Detroit — 
in  Pittsburgh.    Here's  royal  living — and  most  economical. 


RATES  AS  LOW  AS  $2  PER  DAY 
SPECIAL  WEEKLY  RATES 

No  Tipping 


THE    WEBSTER    HALL 

CORPORATION  OF 

AMERICA 

PETER    A.  MILLER,   PRESIDENT 
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With^Tempered  Fire 

Neaera,  several  sonnets,  I've  begun 
To  other  maids,  in  my  too-verdant  youth 
(Beyond  which,  to  confess  the  painful  truth, 
I  am  not  yet  as  far  as  earth  from  sun), 
But  ever  yet  my  amorous  verse  has  run 
Three  lines  or  four  (the  best  was  six)  and  then 
Point,  ink  or  inspiration  left  my  pen, 
And  my  immortal  song  remained  undone. 
But  oh,  your  praise  shall  feed  no  study  fire, 
Not,  not  your  sonnet  finds  a  doom  so  mean. 
Who  looks  on  you  and  strikes  a  tuneless  lyre? 
Who  lacks  for  lines  to  praise  his  bosom's  queen? 
Not  even  I — though  mine  scant  warmth  acquire, 
At  least,  you'll   find,   there  are   the  full   fourteen. 

— Joseph    Schull. 

*        *        * 

Too  Much  to  Expect 

Maw:  "Hey,  William,  get  your  father's  hat  out 
of  that  mud-hole." 

Son:  "I  can't,  maw,  he's  got  it  strapped  under  his 
chin." 

— Oklahoma  Whirlwind. 

Tact 

(Stage-door  Johnny  knocks  on  dressing-room 
door.) 

Girl:  "Not  unless  there's  a  gentleman  you  wish 
to  see  inside." 

Johnny:     "But  there  is." 

Girl:     "Who  is  he?" 

Johnny:     "Myself." 

— Buccaneer. 

*  *        * 

She:    "Why  would  a  college  man  kill  himself?" 
He:      "Oh,   lots  of   reasons.      Women   and   wine, 
among  other  things." 

She:     "And  if  he  had  none  of  these?" 
He:     "Still  more  reason." 

—  Widow. 

*  *        * 

The  Lost  Version 

"Pardon,  my  good  man,  I'm  looking  for  a  small 
man  with  a  monocle." 

"If  'e's  a  wery  small  man,  lidy,  wy  doncher  use  a 

microscope?"  — Chicago  Phoenix. 

*  *        * 

Peggy:    "Does  your  husband  talk  in  his  sleep?" 
Polly:    "No,  and  it's  awful  exasperating.    He  only 
smiles." 

— Exchange. 

*  *        * 

Wife:     "I've  got  to  get  some  clothes." 
Hubby:     "Who  said  so — the  chief  of  police?" 

— Judge. 

"Tell  me,  Anemone,  is  there  anything  more 
exhausting  than  Charlestoning  with  a  man  with  a 
wooden  leg?" 

"I  am  astonished  at  your  ignorance,  Clapboard! 
Of  course  there  is!  Have  you  never  tried  to  sing  a 
deaf  baby  to  sleep?"  — Blue  Baboon. 
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Logic 

"A  man  who  can't  express  him- 
self so  that  people  understand  him 
is   an   idiot.      Do   you   understand 

me?" 
"No!" 

— Kasper,  Stockholm. 

*  *        * 

Foster:  "Let's  play  bridge  for  a 
tenth  of  a  cent.'' 

Hoyle:  "Don't  be  foolish.  They 
aren't    making   coins    that   small.'' 

"Terrible  thing  happened  —  I 
swallowed  my  collar  button  this 
morning!'' 

"Well,  you  know  where  it  is 
now.  anyway." 

♦  ♦  $ 

Nature  Note 

"Why  do  kangaroos  have 
pouches  in  their  stomachs,  Ed- 
mund?" asked  the  natural  history 
teacher. 

"To  crawl  into  and  hide  them- 
selves," came  little  Edmund's  cute 

reply. 

*  *        * 

"How  did  that  naughty  little 
boy  of  yours  get  hurt?" 

"That  good  little  boy  of  yours 

batted  him  with  a  brick." 

*  *        * 

An  Irishman  was  taking  a  Civil 
Service  examination.  One  of  the 
questions  was,  "Define  'rabies' 
and  tell  what  you  can  do  for  it." 
His  answer  was,  "Rabies  are  Jewish 

priests   and    I   won't  do  a  d n 

thing  for  them." 

—  Voo  Doo. 

*  *        * 

Fairy  Tale 

He  walked  into  the  drugstore 
and  found  a  phone  booth  that 
wasn't  in  use.  He  found  the  phone 
book  and  even  found  in  it  the 
number  he  wanted.  He  dropped  a 
nickel  into  the  slot  and  got  the 
operator  at  once.  She  gave  him 
the  right  number  the  first  time. 
The  man  he  wanted  to  speak  to 
answered  the  phone  himself 
promptly,  and  told  him  just  what 
he  wanted  to  know.  And  when 
he  hung  up,  the  operator  returned 
his  nickel. 

— Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

Parson  Dudley:  "Deacon  Smith, 
will  you  lead  us  in  prayer?" 

Deacon  Smith  (awakening  from 
sound  sleep):  "Lead  yourself — I 
just  dealt."  — Lampoon. 


THE  Hat 
Style  par- 
ade never  stops 
and  the  Brock 
and  St.  Law- 
rence are 
always  at  the 
head. 
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Made  by  the  Woltkausen  Hat  Corporation,  Limited,  also  makers  of  Wollhausen 
Peer  and  Horton  hats. 
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"Ah   manages  a  laundry." 
"What's     the     name     of     your 
laundry?" 

"Liza."  — Red  Cat. 

Thoughtful 

May:  "So  ya  had  a  letter  from 
the  college  boy?" 

Tess:  "Yes,  he  wrote  an'  ast  me 
did   I   get  home  all  right  from  the 

dance  he  took  me  to.       — Drexcrd. 

*        *        * 

Lawyer:  "Your  case  is  very  bad. 
You  are  sure  to  get  three  months' 
hard  labour,  in  spite  of  all  your 
protestations  of  innocence,  if  you 
can't  state  where  you  were  at  the 
time  the  deed  was  done." 

"I  could,  but  then  I  should  get 
at   least   six   months." 

— Karifyaturcn,  Oslo. 


The  Slave  of  Fashion 

"I  met  your  friend  Zuckerfast 
yesterday.  But  you  gave  me  quite 
a  wrong  impression  of  him.  The 
fellow  is  so  shabby  that  one  is 
quite  sorry  for  him.  I  felt  like 
giving  him  something  to  get  his 
shoes  heeled  with  ....  And  you 
told  me  he  was  a  slave  to  fashion." 

"He  is.  Zuckerfast  has  five 
grown  up  daughters." 

— Mcggcndorjer  Blaetter,  Munich. 

*        *        * 

Business  Sense 

"Has  putting  in  that  lunch 
counter  helped  your  business?" 
asked  Jones  of  the  chemist. 

"Well,  it  has  about  tripled  the 
sale  of  indigestion  tablets,"  he 
replied. 

— Cincinnati  Enquirer. 
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Remember 

BOVRIL 

Puts  Beef 
into  You 


THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 

TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST. 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 

Telephone:  R.  4382 
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SHOPPINi 
SICKNESS 


the  exhaustion,  faintnesa,  nau- 
sea and  dizziness  caused  by  travel 
motion.  Journey  by  Sea.  Train, 
Car,  Auto  or  Air  in  perfect  comfort 
with   Mothersill's.  }x 

75c.  &  $1.50  at  Drug  Stores  or  direct 
The   Mothersill   Remedy  Co.,    Ltd. 
New  York       ^>fi\  J:l»w        Montreal 
Paris  ^fZ%&  J»^27W       London 


Tish:   "I  never  go  to  church  because  there  are  so  many  crooks  there." 
Tush:  "It's  all  right.      Come  on  out  some  time  and  we  11  make  you  j eel 
at  home." 


How   I   Astounded   My   Friends 


1V/IE  and  the  gang  was  having 
a  nifty  little  supper  at 
Jacques',  where  the  waiters  never 
parley  anything  but  French  and 
not  much  of  that.  Well,  we  were 
all  figuring  out  how  we  were 
going  to  put  the  feed-bag  on  with- 
out any  of  us  knowing  the  lingo 
when  the  Frog  comes  up  to  me  to 
get  the  order.  I  could  see  the 
girl  friends  slipping  me  the  ha!  ha! 
on  the  quiet,  but  was  I  embar- 
rassed? Not  on  your  silver-plated 
dish-cloth. 

I  turns  to  him  as  cool  as  cuticle 
and  says  in  perfect  French:  "Dong- 
nay-moi  ein  helping  de  ham  and 
eggs  avec  une  side  du  spinach." 
(Give  me  a  single  portion  of  pate 
de  foi  gras  with  caviar  dressing.) 
Quick  as  a  flash  he  comes  back: 
"Oui."  (Yes.)  Well,  you  can  just 
bet  that  knocked  my  companions 
for  a  row  of  cut  glass  button-hooks. 
They  didn't  know  I  had  been 
studying  French  for  the  last 
twenty-two  years!  After  that 
everything  was  roses  as  they  say 
in  the  movies.  Later  on  I  took 
the  waiter  aside  and  had  a  most 
interesting     conversation.  "De 

quelle  part  de  la  France  es  se  ker 
vous  come  from?"  I  asked  him. 
(Where'd  they  turn  you  loose 
from,  buddie?)       He  retorts:  "Lay 


off  the  Francais,  big  boy.  Me?  I 
was  woikin'  on  the  I.R.T.  for 
fourteen  years,  and  then  I  chucked 
the  job.  The  tips  was  too  small." 
We  discussed  many  other  fascin- 
ating subjects,  and  I  shall  never 
forget  his  parting  words:  "Yeah. 
All  you  want  for  six  bones.  Just 
ring  the  thoid  bell  and  ask  for 
Al." 

Were  my  friends  astounded? 
I'll  tell  the  cock-eyed  world.  Their 
admiration  knew  no  bounds.  They 
were  amazed,  astounded.  Astound- 
ed, amazed.  Utterly  astounded. 
Completely  amazed.  (Surprised, 
too.)  Well,  to  make  a  long 
story  short  I  had  dinner  with 
Mr.  Morgan  and  I — I  mean  we — 
we're  sailing  for  France  to  dine 
with  M.  Briand  next  week.  We? 
— well,  of  course  she  married  me 
after  that. 

RAY     WEST. 


Bearded  Lady? 

"Los  Angeles  (Cal.)  Times — 
For  years  the  sympathetic  eyes 
above  the  dark,  fluffy  hair  of 
Irene  have  been  used  almost 
exclusively  for  registering  sorrow 
at  the  neglect  of  some  film 
husband  or  other. 
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it  was  a  very  nice  Sphinx  back  in 
the    days   when    the    slaves    toiled 
and  sweated  to  bring  it  into  being, 
but  if  we  were  building  a  Sphinx 
for  our  own  delectation,  we  would 
probably   have   it  just  a   little   bit 
more     thus     and     thus.       Human 
nature   remains  the  same  but  our 
attitude   towards   our   emotions   is 
constantly  changing.      In  the  light 
of     the     twentieth     century.     "On 
Love"    seems    to    be    deficient    in 
that    it    apparently    confines    itself 
to  gallantry.       For  example,  there 
is  no  mention  of  one  of  the  greatest 
factors  in  modern  love,  the  maternal 
instinct.    There  is  much,  therefore, 
for  the  gay  young  blade  to  ponder 
over,     much     to     digest,     and     a 
tremendous  amount  of  sentimental 
hooey     to     be     forgotten     in     this 
volume.     As    is    inevitable    when 
writing  upon  so  general  a  subject, 
Stendahl    seems    to    be    delivering 
himself     of     a     vast     number     of 
bromides.      If  there  is  little  that  is 
new,  however,  there  is  much  that 
has  not  been  so  well  said  before  or 
since.      Particularly  interesting  are 
the  miscellaneous  fragments  which 
occupy   the  last  half  of   the  book. 
These  are  more  intriguing  than  the 
description  of  la  grande  passion  and 
the    analysis    of    the    phenomenon 
in    various    nations.      Here,    then, 
is    the    primary    text    book    "On 
Love.  This  knowledge,  supple- 

mented by  good  looks,  a  pleasant 
voice  and  susceptible  heart,  should 
be  sufficient  to  guide  any  aspiring 
young  man  or  woman  to  its  realm. 


Books 

{Continued  from  page  28) 

It  is  our  suspicion,  however,  that 
there  are  a  number  of  people  who 
have  been  eminently  successful 
without  the  said  of  these  instruc- 
tions. 

J7UGENE  O'NEILL'S  play. 
"Marco  Millions,"  is  now 
published  in  book  form  by  McLean 
&  Smithers,  and  reveals  the  famed 
Marco  Polo  as  the  George  Babbitt 
of  the  Middle  Ages.  Here  is  a 
pathetic  and  satirical  drama  told 
with  rare  beauty.  The  character 
of  Kublai  Khan  is  particularly 
striking  as  the  prototype  of  the 
intelligent  and  beneficent  tyrant. 
The  contrast  between  the  go- 
get-'em  code  of  the  West  and  the 
culture  of  the  old  world  of  the 
East  has  never  been  more  vividly 
or  intensely  portrayed.  The 
rotarian  Marco  Polo  is  pilloried 
as  successfully  as  could  have  been 
done  at  the  hands  of  Sinclair 
Lewis,  but  in  a  more  kindly 
manner. 

The  fact  that  the  American 
invasion  of  Europe  for  the  summer 
is  now  approaching  ebb  tide,  will 
not  spoil  the  delight  of  travellers, 
would-be  travellers  and  never- 
could-be  travellers  in  Basil  Woon's 
guide  to  the  Atlantic,  "The 
Frantic  Atlantic"  (Macmillan's). 
Basil  Woon  does  for  the  Atlantic 
what  Stendahl  does  for  love.  He 
tells  just  about  everything  there 
is  to  know  about  it.  His  knowledge 
is  stupendous.  Some  of  the  sub- 
jects include,  for  example,  how  to 


choose  your  ship;  who's  who  on  the 
Atlantic;  how  to  avoid  being  sea- 
sick, or  taken  in  by  card  sharks 
and  ocean  vamps.  The  most 
detailed  information  is  given  about 
most  of  the  leading  ships  and  the 
book  concludes  with  automobile 
routes  from  European  ports  and  a 
treatise  on  smuggling.  Even  land- 
lubbers will  enjoy  Basil  Woon's 
free  conversational  style.  For 
those  who  prefer  to  do  their 
drinking  at  home,  the  Musson 
Book  Company  have  put  out  a 
handy  guide  to  cocktails  by  Paul 

E.   Lowe.  -STEPHEN     MOON. 

UNKIND  STAR.  By  Nancy 
Hoyt.  Macmillans  in  Canada. 
Price,  $2.50. 
IN  Lisbon  in  1900  two  girls  were 
born  under  the  same  star.  They 
were  Lilias,  Countess  Rabenstein, 
in  the  Austrian  legation,  and 
Cintra  Amory  in  the  American. 
This  story  deals  with  the  lives  of 
these  two  girls,  and  with  two  men, 
one  a  Hungarian  and  the  other  an 
Irishman,  who  weave  their  ways  in 
and  out  of  the  story  in  a  most 
surprising  manner.  The  novel 
starts  at  the  birth  of  the  two  girls, 
and  finishes  with  them  in  their  later 
twenties.  During  the  course  of  the 
story  the  reader  visits  the  contin- 
ent, and  is  shown  how,  in  a  varied 
form,  owing  to  difference  in  blood 
and  estate,  the  same  star  controlled 
the  fate  of  the  two  principal 
characters.  The  idea  is  novel,  and 
makes  most  interesting  reading. 
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QuickRelief 

jUt    CUTS 
*       BURNS 
BITES 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

D  odd's 

Antiseptic  -Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep  a  tin   on   hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


©  HEALING/^ 
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50c  At  All  Druggists 

SEND   COUPON    BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 
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Errata 

An  error  last  week.  The  item 
should  have  read:  Mary  North- 
grave  had  the  stubble  beater  in  her 
corn  field,  instead  of  the  plow,  it 
was  done  by  the  county  instead  of 
a  goat  which  should  have  read 
gov't. — Schoolcraft  (Mich.)  Express. 

Why  not  tear  up  the  whole  edi- 
tion and  start  over? 

— Exchange. 


Polite  Journalism! 

Ben  Stevenson  was  badly 
butted  in  the  back  pasture  by 
an  ugly  ram  at  his  Uncle 
Isaac's  farm  last  week. 

Mills,  Va.,  Herald. 

*        *        * 

Frosh:  "I'd  like  to  see  some- 
thing cheap  in  felt  hats.'' 

Clerk:  "Try  this  on.  The 
mirror's  at  your  left. "-Punch  Bowl. 


A    Set  of  Stubborn  Serenaders 

The  men's  club  orchestra  fur- 
nished music,  and  a  mule  quar- 
tet composed  of  the  Messrs. 
Lyons,  Brady,  Gilbert  and  John- 
son sang  five  numbers." 

— Pomeroy  (Ohio)  Democrat. 

*  *        # 

Making  up  for  a  Late  Start 

Marriage  Licenses 
Thelma     Conners,     38,     2411 
Lawrence  Road  and  Joseph  Ked- 
rick,  35,   118  Elm  Street. 

Thelma  Conners,  38,  241  I 
Lawrence  Road  and  Edward 
Steele,  27,  632  4th  Street. 

—Johnstown  (Pa.)  Tribune. 

*  *        # 

Candid  as  They  Come 

NOTICE 
"On  and  after  this  date  I  will 
not  be  responsible  for  any  debts 
contracted  by  myself." 

John  Simpson. 
—New  Matamoras  (Ohio)  Enter- 
prise. 

*  *        * 

The  Tale-telling  Compositor 

"Loving  models  are  used   by 

members     of     the     O.A.C.     Art 

Club    at    their    Tuesday    night 

meetings." 

— Oregon  Agricultural  College  Daily 

Barometer. 
At    last    the    truth    about    these 

awful  art  classes. 

*  *        * 

An  Odd  Request 

"Kemmerer  (Wyo.)  Gazette 
— (adv.) —  Wanted:  Strong, 
husky  young  man  to  work  on 
farm  that  drives  horses  that 
speaks  good  English." 

How  about  a  convincing  orator? 

*  *        * 

Chiropractic 

Pianos  and  players  tuned  and 
repaired  by  experienced  factory 
expert.  All  tuning  and  adjust- 
ments guaranteed.  L.  C.  Scher- 
merhorn,  112  Maher  St.,  East 
Ridge,  phone  11,  1895-J. 

— Nashville  (Tenn.)  Banner. 

*  *        * 

A  Warm  Wreck 

All  traffic  was  hell  up  in  the 
block  for  almost  half  an  hour 
until  the  wrecked  cars  were 
removed. 

— Pittsburgh  (Penna.)  Press. 


Jight  up . .  for  Comfort 


LIGHT  up  for  comfort  with  the  new 
'  Edison  Mazda  Lamps.  Through  the 
inside  frosting  you  obtain  a  velvety-even 
glow — as  much  light  as  from  clear-glass 
lamps,  yet  free  from  harmful  glare. 

Edison  Mazda  Lamps  are  decorative  as 
well  as  practical.  Besides  resting  the  eyes 


they  throw  a  cheerful  warmth,  and  their 
pearl  grey  color  reflects  delicate  tints 
from  their  surroundings. 

Buy  Edison  Mazda  Lamps  by  the  carton 
of  six,  and  always  have  a  home  supply 
for  emergencies.  m-27 


EDISON  MAZDA 


INSIDE     FRD5TED 


LAMPS 

A    Canadian    General     Electric    Product 


s   ^ 


olai 

X 


A  luscious,  chewy,  chocolate-coated  bar 
that  makes  the  palate  jump  with  joy 


